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PKEFACE. 

It is many years since Scala Naturae was 
written, and many years since it was finished, 
although it has now recently undergone altera- 
tion, and been both pruned and added to. 
Employed as I am in avocations of another, 
though not altogether unkindred, description, 
which demand close attention and the subjec- 
tion of imagination to severer faculties, it is 
improbable that I would have thought of 
beginning a work of this kind now. But I 
am led to publish, because I have here given 
expression to conceptions involving a wide and 
more general survey than I am likely to attempt 
in another form, and because I believe that the 
aspects of nature to which I invite attention 
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demand a more serious regard than is often 
given to them at the present time. 

Truth is not divisible into two different sorts 
— the scientific and unscientific ; but some of its 
details are more familiar than others, and a 
certain familiarity is necessary to rid the mind of 
an uncomfortable sense of intricacy, to allow our 
dispensing with the unsightly aids of technicality, 
and to enable us to have full enjoyment of any 
subject. The technical and intricate I have 
therefore sought to avoid. No doubt there are 
some literary men who have no acquaintance with 
either organic or inorganic Nature, but these may 
be warned by the title of this book that Nature 
is its subject ; and I solace myseK with the 
conviction that the days are very near when 
some slight knowledge of the world in which we 
live will be expected from every one who claims 
to possess a liberal education. 

I am aware that I have put forward various 
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views which will not command the universal 
assent of specialists. As regards subjects to 
which my attention is habitually directed — such, 
for example, as the division of veitebrate animals 
into the four great groups recognised by Cuvier 
— I am ready to defend my convictions on 
scientific grounds to scientific men. But if 
I have erred in matters beyond my special 
province, it is only right to say that I shall be 
unaffectedly sorry. J. C. 

Glasgow, 
llth February 1887. 
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THE ETERNAL. 



Ye strong archangels 1 were your pinions mine 

To raise my energies to nobler flight, — 

Ye winged seraphs, and ye spirits great, 

That float through constellations as the birds 

Of air sport lightly 'mid the summer blooms, — 

Who, high aspiring, pass the realms of stars. 

To launch your flight in far immensity 

And learn the glory of the Eternal there, — 

Were armies of you mine to bear me on, 

Oh ! I should bid you fly so long a way 

Your strength united would be wearied out. 

Your wings hang listless, and your breath should 

fail; 
And I, hurled loose into the awful gulf, 
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Might headlong shoot past worlds and things un- 
known, 
Chasing, through ages on, the goal I sought. 

Ah ! Fantasy begone ! and thou, serene, 
Majestic more than Fancy's noblest flight, 
Eternal Truth ! clear-browed like mom arise. 
Throw back the clouds of error rolling in, 
And deign to guide an earnest wanderer. 

Infinity ! I tremble as I name. 

We fear to touch a mystery so dread. 

Yet it so shuts us in on every side. 

We grow familiar even with our awe. 

Soul, thou mayest look on her ; but in their train 

The waves of Time shall never bring the charm 

That shall endue thy feeble arms with strength 

To clasp her neck in whom thy gaze is rapt. 

Yet gaze thou on, nor wholly gaze in vain ; — 

Less is the error of the frailest thought 
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Than his who wearied casts all thought aside 

Of mysteries so closely compassing. 

Oh ! I have strained and striven, musing long, 

And fondly peered into the dark profound, 

And tasted sometimes an unspoken joy 

Most strange. Then prospects mellowed into mist, 

And mists, still urged, were mingled in a maze. 

With mazes mixed in grand bewilderment. 

Then crowding thoughts that found their scent at 

fault, 
Pursuing and pursued, and wandering wild. 
Led in confusion a fantastic dance. 
Lost in the rush, I 'd fling me on my couch. 
And bid them master me and run their revel 
The bright confusion softened into dreams, 
And dreams gave place to overwhelming sleep : 
I woke, and thought oblivion wafted me 
Nearer my goal than all my earnest aims — 
A foolish fancy, wisely owning this, 
That thought had vainly been o'erleaping bounds, 
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And bounds anew had found that hemmed it in. 

Like him who^ having looked upon the sun, 

Would clear his sight from the illusive spot 

That nears and nears on him and seems to go, 

But on the instant boldly reappears 

In green and crimson gliding down the view ; — 

Or, like a prisoner fled from dungeon cell, 

Dragging with aching limbs his iron chains, 

Who adds in agony the weary mile, 

And clanks the galling fetters as before ; — 

So chafed my waking mind. But in my dreams 

I sped me on with sails of gossamer ; 

Limits forgotten, I was borne away ; 

Sleep seemed an ocean heaven-embraced and free. 

Come grapple once again in wakeful mood. 
Let Space's endless width be left unsought. 
The thread of Time alone thy thought engage, — 
The whole enigma lies before thee still. 
And the solution is as far away : 
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Things contradictory assert their truth 

In darkness and impenetrable night. 

The point we start from is itself a dream ; 

For as the line of lustre on the deep, 

When from its mirror strike the sun's slant rays — 

As that clear line keeps moving as we move, 

And vain our chasing, so the present flies. 

Duration is the future and the past, 

The present but the contact of the two, 

Where pours the future in with cloud and sun 

To be on record simply that it was. 

The future is to come ; the past is gone : 

Between these infinites so opposite, 

What is there left 1 Translate them as you will, 

The past, the present, and the yet to be 

Elude the floaters on the sourceless stream — 

Behind unlengthened, shortening not before. 

In vain to imagery we cling for aid. 

When we, whose grasp is but a grasp of parts. 
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Would try to catch at the unlimited : 
Steeps sheer as these she gives no help to climb. 
There circling see the emblematic ring 
That simply speaks to passers-by the word : 
Fond symbol summoning the solemn mood, 
It bids me think — ^it gives no aid to thought. 
One word alone I find : that word " Beyond." 
When Thought has wandered far, and weary 

flags, 
And, straining her poor eyes, gives one last look. 
Still comes the whispering voice that lisps 

« Beyond," 
To us the motto of the infinite. 
Bom in the bosom of infinity 
Appeared the worlds. 

Thou inscrutable ! 
The Being whence the world and we who gaze 
Have issued, and in whom we are involved ! 
Drawn irresistibly, the earnest thought 
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Of every age has gazed into Thy depth, 
Thou Mystery ! and seeing, hath not seen. 

When in the nurse's arms the new-born child 
Struggles, untaught by habit, to draw breath. 
And with a painful effort wins its Hfe 
As drowning men the shore, it dreamily 
Lets the fresh world break in on it tUl, roused 
By the loud battering on the doors of sense, 
It lifts its hand as if to test new sight 
By reaching out and fingering all it sees, 
Thinking that everything is graspable. 
Early the truth begins to dawn that tells 
How much there is that is full far away. 
Early the dawn. When shall the noontide be 1 
Hard is the lesson that the world is large ; 
Harder to learn how small, with all its load, 
Amid the magnitude of Space and Time. 

The child repeats the ignorance that man 
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In all the mom of history displays. 
The mom of history 1 History had grown on 
Through ages buried like their monuments 
In dust of deep oblivion, and had passed 
Through childhood, with its tales incredible 
And the romantic anecdotes of youth ; 
Had wandered down to times not far off yet ; 
While all the world continued to believe 
That sun and stars and everything that was 
Were but a shell encircling earth and man. 

The heavens are more to us than they were then. 

We fail to image the tremendous span 

In which the sun grasps round him worlds more 

large 
By far than this of ours. Their size is known ; 
Their orbits all are reckoned : but the hosts 
That vibrate through the depths of darkness mock 
The measurers of these. Compared with them, 
The constellation of our sun is but 
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A little spot ; and who shall say how small 1 — 
For who shall measure out the distances 1 
What, then, of all that may be hid beyond ? — 
Beyond the twinkling of the furthest star 1 
No man shall find thee wrong if thou aver 
That mayhap even all the Milky Way 
Is but a footprint in a larger scheme — 
A handful of the sand of some unknown, 
ExceUing it as it excels this world. 
Be that the heaven of heavens, and even then 
True are the words of the old Hebrew King, 
" The Heaven, even Heaven of Heavens, contains 

Him not." 
They are but words of awe and ardour bom. 
That point to realms that are beyond our ken. 
They urge our aspirations to ascend, 
Like angels beckoning, " Come up and see ;" 
But, as all thoughts and words alike, they fail. 
As earth-bom fire to reach to heaven — they fail 
To light the Spirit of Infinity. 



10 SCALA NATURAE. 

They cast a gleam that faHa within the golf; 
They bridge it not — they do not bring us near. 

Space, Time, and God, uncomprehended three ! 

With Space and Time we cannot do away : 

They have the hold of us, not we of them ; 

And they are knit so closely up with us, 

Untwined with them there is no thread of thought. 

But toward God our mind is different. 

Is it of excellence or weakness bred 

That we conceive, or think we can conceive. 

Of Him and all His works as never been 1 

Oft have I fancied one great yawning void. 

Where spun no worlds, and where were spread no 

plains; 
Body or spirit was a thing unknown 
In that blank, uninhabited abyss ; 
And if it was not truly utter void, 
'Twas utter void at least in my conceit. 
There 's mystery in the thought that God must be, 
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And yet that it is possible to say 

" How comes it that there is a God at all ]" 

Perhaps the source of mystery lies in this, 

That we are spirits wholly isolate, 

Unconscious of all other than ourselves, 

And only reason that they do exist. 

Freed from the fleshly bond, perchance 'twere plain 

To clearer eyes that Space devoid of God 

Is contradiction as unthinkable 

As 'tis to fancy Space annihilate : — 

Most isolated verily are we. 

We are not conscious even of the thought 

Within the bosom of our dearest friend ; 

But our soul gazing peers through eyes of flesh. 

Seeking the soul within that eye of his. 

And reads some symbol of responsive love ; 

And words eke out more symbols of his thoughts ; 

And then with ardour we will sometimes long 

For closer union than is possible — 
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A fusion of our spirits into one. 
Let but a little distance come between, 
And friendship, blighted in her fond career, 
Is fain to feed upon the fragrant past : — 
Most isolated verily are we. 

We know, indeed. One Spirit rules supreme, 
But consciousness has got no hold of Him ; 
I do not feel Him in me and around. 
Season alone declares that Spirit is, 
Because the world is, and because we are ; 
Eeason that fosters Faith. On her we lean 
Till consciousness, escaped from mortal thrall. 
Shall feel more closely the embrace of Ood. 

This phantasmagory of body is 
All wrapt about me like a winding-sheet ; 
And a pure spirit is I know not what. 
I thought I had it, but I looked again — 
It was a cloud, a mere material thing ; 
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And that Eternity, — it stares at me, 
And yet defies me when I stare at it. 
How shall I know the Eternal Spirit, God ? — 
Most isolated verily are we. 

I said, I will not say " the arm of God," 

Nor speak of harps and crowns and angels' songs. 

Nor trumpet-blasts nor heaven-rung shouts of 

praise, 
Nor excellent majesty with thickest clouds 
Banged in pavilion round its gulfing light. 
I cried, " Away with these delusive thoughts — 
These are the barriers bolting out the truth ; 
Away with endless heaps of metaphor." 
I said that I would free the grain from husks, 
I sought &om truth to loosen all disguise ; 
But as I tore the accustomed dresses off 
She grew too subtle for me, and she fled. 
Fell the full goblet welling o'er with wine. 
The cup was broken, and the wine was spilt. 
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Oh ! can it be that earth is but the dream t 
And true reality the heaven beyond 1 — 
Where all the music thrills with harmony, 
And all the dwellers are in full accord ; 
And every wall is love and purity, 
The gates of pearl, and sapphires full of light ; 
And brightest flowers spread blessed odours round 
Of joy perennial ; and the angels' wings 
Make gay florescence in the eflulgent sky ; 
Where, better than ambrosia of the gods, 
They quaff in golden cup continually 
Glad nectar of a thousand dear delights) 

Our sky is overshadowed by a pall. 

We have but partial glimpses of the sun ; 

We have enough to know we might have more, 

And Hope keeps whispering that far more will coma 

But now we gaze through rent of rolling cloud. 

And catch through little chinks the bright beyond, 

We looking up, and holy spirits down. 
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It is a fitful and a strange vignette ; 
But still the streaming sunlight is the same, 
And clearer shines upon more earnest eyes. 
Then, God be thanked ! and let these eyes of ours 
Be tutored here to face the beams of day. 
And, strong by training, wait the opening gates. 
That heaven may burst on them with nobler joy. 

Let God be thanked for symbol and for sign, 

And for the name of Father most of all. 

What though we caimot comprehend His range 

O'er worlds and ages that are far away 1 

This thought of Fatherhood shall cheer the heart. 

And growing there, shall lend it life to grow. 

Ah ! with shut eyes and solemn bended brow, 
There sits an earnest, melancholy man. 
Who shakes his head and says ^' It cannot be. 
Thou spakest truly of infinitude 
And of the awful world-expanse, and now 
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How conjure up this dream of Fatherhood 1 

Man is too small for Deity to know." 

Is that thy difficulty ) Ope thine eyes. 

I point thee to the infinite minute. 

Search everything the microscope reveals, 

And, smaller still, the smallest waves of light 

That make its revelations visible. 

Back to the molecule, thou measurer. 

And still thou hast not caught infinitude. 

The particles that bound thy furthest thought. 

Are they less marshalled out than are the stars 1 

So sure as God exists, He made them all. 

Must we belittle everlasting God 9 

And, by reducing Him to something that 

Is nothing more than a tremendous man, 

Make Him a finite being all too big 

To care for creatures that are weak and small 1 

The little is as baffling as the large ; 

We, finite, are locked in on every side ; 

The Eternal Spirit in intensity 
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Is as unsearchable as in extent. 

Can He be less than infinitely good 1 

Or is His heart more feeble than His hand ? 

Our Father ! No, the word is not too much. 

Then thanks for evermore for that dear name, 

That seems to make the uncomprehended known. 

A parable and nothing more, yet all 

That brings us near to the eternities. 

He who is Father of all spirits is 

The Life whence Matter has received its laws. 

By whom the march of growing worlds proceeds. 



( 



II. 



HEAVEN AND EARTH. 



Blue is the night sky, and alive with stars. 
To me to look into that awful dome — 
Unlimited save only in our eyes — 
Is leaving earth and every earthly thing, 
And gliding to a land of angel dreams. 
Then Fancy wishes she might fly to see 
The piers run down into the great abyss, 
The arch shoot upwards to the throne of Grod. 

Upon the hill-top when the evening falls, 

Go, lay your head among the tufted moss, 

And stretch your limbs where parting sunbeams rest 

There shut your eyes, and, opening them again. 

Look away upwards and forget the world. 
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The deepening eye of heaven lays hold on you. 
The early stars drop twinkling into sight, 
And others following come to welcome you. 
Even so it seems. Your head begins to swim 
As if you floated loose in space like them ; 
But Nature says to you, " Presumptuous child ! " 
And shades your overstraining eyes with tears 
That dim the sky with halos of their own. 
You sigh at parting with so sweet a dream ; 
You waken, and are fallen back to earth. 



Ah ! If that tear-cloud were the only thing 

That wrought delusion in my sight of heaven. 

Then might I sing the starry firmament, 

The splendour of the glittering hosts of God, 

Their marshalled columns and their glorious course. 

And call imagination to my aid. 

But I am weak, my thoughts beset with snares ; 

And useless is imagination here. 

Even were the heavens the spangled robe they seem — 
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A curtain round the world, and nothing more — 
With diamonds scattered broadcast o'er the screen, 
And sun and moon two great bright blazing shields. 
We yet could utter but unworthy praise. 



What then 1 The stars are worlds. Tis simply 

said, 
And surely reasoned. But imagined ? No. 
Imagination is in bonds to sense. 
The world we tread on is declared a sphere ; 
Our eyes deny it, and in mellowing blue 
We see the distant landscape kiss the sky. 
To think the earth is round, we look within ; 
We summon to our mind a little globe 
Whose ring the eye can compass with a glance ; 
We coarsely sketch on this the seas and lands 
As we have seen them symboled on a map ; 
And, all dissatisfied, our hovering thought 
Half looks to this, and half to scenes of sight. 
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Such is the phantom, and we call it World. 
And would we see a world in every star 1 — 
The stars in number mayhap infinite ? 
At most we only single out a few, 
And them we picture larger than they seem ; 
And, lessening more the notion of a world. 
We build these meagre visions into one. 

Untaught by failure, shall we yet attempt 

To scan the distance between earth and stars ) 

The stars but laugh ; our own world's moon looks 

down. 
And smiles at Fancy's wild chimeric flight. 
Her distance baffles thought, who hangs so near, 
Chained to the skirts of earth, a prisoner. 

But where we fail to picture, still we grasp ; 
For, though an image painted in the mind 
Is hemmed as closely by horizons round 
As any scene that lies before the eye. 
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And things of magnitude are brought within 
Those limits only by diminishing, 
Reason, whose office is to bring them in, 
Is free from sense, and, urging stroke by stroke 
Her flight in search of everything that is, 
Looks wistful at horizons, resting not. 
Exploring sources and each new beyond. 
" Whence is this world V* she says ; and " Whence 
those stars V* 



Surely there were no ages, back and back. 
Piled endlessly. before creation was. 
Surely there never, never was a time 
When not a spirit stood before the face 
Of the great Spirit Father dwelling through 
The silence of immeasurable void, — 
Never a time when yet the God of might 
Had only been an unawakened power 
All blankly dormant, and the living God 
Had loved no creature, knowing nought to love. 
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Ah ! no, Creator and creation come 

Together to our thought ; and whence they come 

Is as a viewless adamantine wall 

Which Season beats her wings against in vain. 

Yet it is sure that this whole world of ours, 
And all the twinkling worlds that pierce our skies, 
Sprang from beginnings — ^let such spirit-worlds, 
And things unknowable as mayhap are 
Inwoven with the known, be as they may. 

When erst the Almighty and Inscrutable 

Decreed, and matter to existence rose. 

It was no new-fledged power He then displayed, 

But it that had in ages all been there 

In movement of Divine activity. 

A sea that was in the Eternal breast 

Divides as 'twere into a mist of drops ; 

Force, that was one, to countless centres falfs ; 

In every centre there is dual force. 



24 SCALA NATURAE. 

For every atom has an inmost heart 

Of strong repulsion, stretching out perchance 

Its rays at diverse points ; and round it lies 

A nimbo of attraction, densest where 

Its inward limit is, but shaded ofif 

In smooth extension outwards, like the shades 

Of distance growing faint to viewlessness. 

So spring the shoaling atoms and exist 

Each for the others, all of them for all. 

And none for anything beyond this sphere 

Of mutual relation. Matter which, 

When first we asked what might its nature be, 

Seemed the possessor of reality 

So fully as to be the simple type 

To which, could spirit be conformed, the veil 

At last would fall from being's mystery, — 

Till, in the animal it link with mind. 

Matter has no reality at all 

Beyond the world of matter where it works ; 

But, like the will within us, is derived 
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From spirit. Though more secret it appear, 
Spirit, the living fount whence being springs, 
Is more substantial than the solid ground. 

I saw in day-dream all the heavens awake 
In lambent splendour, as the heaving waves 
Ethereal, whirling into vortic pools, 
With growing music glided round and round ; 
And wreaths more luminous grew more distinct, 
And drew within their current smaller streams. 
Clearing a space, and in them smaller wreaths 
Shone forth with brighter light, like balls of fire ; 
And worlds and moons and constellations rose 
Out of that ocean, and fell into place. 
Nor was that day-dream utter vanity. 
For there are worlds that even now are young. 
The solid earth was once a vapoury sphere. 
The vapoury sphere grew narrower to a globe 
Closely cohering ; yet, while whirling round, 
So liquid was it that fluidity 
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Stamped down the record-signet of its reign 
With lasting impress on the flattening poles. 
Brilliant the flashing of that molten world ! 
Fairly it flooded o'er the wastes with light 
Which, into regions too remote for thought 
Dashing its breakers, shone with twinkling ray. 
It is the faintest twinkle floated down 
That lives to tell that such a time hath been. 
The earth grew cold ; and little more is known 
Of ages of its early history. 
Vast in their present, but, like dimmest star, 
Lessened by distance into nothingness. 

How the appearing crust its meshes threw 
Around the world-fire-ocean, who can tell 1 
Perchance a mass so molten, cooled so slow, 
Gave birth to forms of beauty magical ; 
And Nature, purely mineral as yet, 
Attained to excellence in mineral growth, 
And made foundation in a crystal age. 
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An era that for other eyes than ours ! 
Our baffled speculation vainly seeks 
To peer into tiiat far-off mystery. 

When first we catch the foot-falls of the world, 

Cooled is the ardour of the fiery race ; 

And, like the streams that drench the wrestler's 

brow, 
A gathering vapour moists her lessening rage. 
Tier upon tier is piled the weltering cloud ; 
The trickling dews collect from barren crags, 
And tumbling rivulets go grinding on. 
They wear the rocks in many a furrowed course. 
Gnawing with slow but unremitting tooth. 
And bear their burden down of dark d4bris. 
Fed by the gathering streams young ocean grows, 
Cast on his lair, and lifteth up his voice. 
And, hark ! a bellowing greater than that roar ! 
While ocean drinks, volcanoes vomit flame : 
Their lurid glare leaps furious on the gloom, 
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Their canopy of smoke makes darkness thick, 
And many a lava river hisses down. 

How shook the earth in those far days agone, 
When passion seized upon her from within, 
And all her mighty pores bled jets of fire ! 
When her great sides were savage with their 

wounds, 
And huge convulsions made her frame to shake ; 
In sickness ushering in a destiny 
That countless ages have not yet fulfilled ! 
Densely the hissing coals and ashes fall. 
And the dark dust- cloud in the drenching mist 
Is driven lazily before the wind : 
The draggled drapery, dipping in the sea, 
Through turbid depths descends and falls below. 
The pitchy slime of those forgotten wastes, 
Though born so lowly, rises lofty now. 
Once coiled and twisted on its noisy bed, 
Contorted by the earthquake's force, and torn, 
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And burnt, and branded with the mark of fire, 
It is the rock of yonder mountain reefs ; 
Where hottest it was burnt it glitters most, 
And spangle-decked reposes in the sun. 

Life sent her heralds to that dismal world ; 

She timorous touched her with the faintest strokes, 

But left memorials written upon stone. 

Look not upon them with contemptuous eye. 

Though they are small, a feeble tracery 

On the rude rocks, and hidden deep in earth, 

They are the first in Life's long retinue, 

The record of a dawn of splendid day. 

Glide on, ye ages, with mysterious tread 
Muffled in distance ! But, as on ye pass. 
Let this and that one turn her shrouded face 
That we may guess her features as she goes. 

Another scene looms on me, and my ears 



I 
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Catch the wind sighing as it sweeps the tops 

Of sombre forests whose entangled boughs 

Defy its entrance, where the vaulted aisles, 

Leaf-overladen, cherish sacred gloom. 

Oh, they were green ! No modern tropic growth 

Veils with a ranker livery the swamp 

On whose pernicious pestilence it feeds. 

Giants were there, that stretched their towering 

heads 
And arms to seek the sun and pray for light ; 
They struck their hold far-spreading through the 

soil. 
Strong in old age, as if to last for ever. 
Their bones lie desolate in Nature's tombs. 
While fragile ferns, the creatures of an hour, 
Are made immortal in the leaves of rock. 
And still the gliding ages travel on. 

The swelling waters rose where grew the woods,— 
Dwelt in their ruins, murmured o'er their graves. 
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Not the dull murmur of a common dirge, 

But like the thoughtless prattle of a child. 

They made themselves a bed of gathering sands, 

And spread the borders smoothly on the beach, 

With fringing ripple-marks and rows of shells 

And bones of scaly wonders of the deep. 

The world is growing older ; and the seas, 

The streams, the clouds, the fires combine to weave 

Yet other vestures o'er her, like the lines. 

Ring within ring, that beautify the wood 

And tell the summers of the forest tree. 

Ages decaying leave their wrecks behind, — 

A wreck to them, but to the world a stage 

To act its progress on, and stones prepared 

To fill a place in its great temple-walls. 



Lo, there ! the relics of a time that was 
When mailM monsters lashed in storm the sea, 
Or rolled their horrid bulk among the reeds. 
And warmer blood and a more meaning eye 



32 SCALA NATURAE. 

Were wanting to the world, though it was fair. 

And there the relics of a race minute, 

By numbers made immortal as they fell, — 

Fell, as their progeny are falling now, 

In showers invisible, through liquid depths, 

Clothing the ocean-bed with sheets of snow. 

Mid them the Ammonite's proud chariot-wheels 

Richly engraven lie, that rode the wave 

Like ornaments of mermaid's bridal day, 

And, their, gay voyage over, have been laid 

In careful keeping, wrapt up spotlessly. 

These treasures were all buried when the world 

Was young compared with what the world is now, 

An unimaginable age before 

It groaned with human crimes and human wrongs. 

Like them that fall where thickest is the fight. 

The dead above them and the dead below, 

Buried they are, but not beneath the wave 

Not all of them are hid where oceans shout 

Hoarse warrior triumphs o'er the wealth of spoil. 
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See there the cUflfs of Albion towering high 

O'er her who held them. She her angry arms 

Uplifts to tear them, while they smile in scorn. 

They and full many an undulating hill 

That changed the robe of sea for summer green 

Declare unsubject then the realms of fire. 

Full many a range in blue celestial reared 

Tells of the Titans in rebellion strong, 

Who broke their dungeon thrall, burst up the 

floor 
That once had paved an ocean, and in air 
Heaved jagged fractures, while all nature quailed. 
Nor are they relics of the childish rage 
That wakes on sudden, and in frantic spasm 
Tears wildly, and subsides in sudden calm : 
Nay, but a strong enduring energy. 
Wrestling through time, hath changed the solid . 

earth, 

Bending the armour where it failed to break, 

Upheaving and submerging continents. 

c 
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Once more look with me. There the rocks we saw 
Flow down in molten rivers ; rivers see 
Of waters grown as hard as solid rock. 
Slowly but surely do they press their way, 
Crushing and cruel ; for the watery gods 
Are on the Titans now in vengeance risen, 
And answer storms of fire with cramping cold. 
The mammoth's breath is frozen in his throat, 
And he is fain to stretch his limbs in state 
And be embalmed, a trophy of the power 
That conquers him, and rest in glacial tomb. 

Thee, Scotland 1 rapids sever in the midst, 
And mountains clear and icy in the north 
Look on the ice-clear mountains in the south, 
While floating hills of ice sail on between. 
They sail, and care not that they grind their 

sides 
Grating and rasping on the groaning rocks, 
Transporting blocks enormous rolled from heights 
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Or firmly bedded pendent in the brine, 

And tearing onwards like tremendous ploughs. 

On, on, and onward yet ! the world rolled on, 
Changing her coyering as a bird her plumes. 
Among her moulted feathers haye been swept — 
And still she sweeps — away the monuments 
Of men, as she sweeps bones of animals. 
There the rough potsherd, there the rusty sword. 
The savage arrow-flint in wounded skull. 
And courtly relics overheaped with soil 
There rotted the remains of many a race 
Of outcast wanderers that with irude attempt 
Waged battle with the elements, and kept 
A while, with effort, savage fates at bay. 
Sad are their vestiges, that mutely show 
The story of a life of misery. 

An age of bronze succeeds the age of stone, 

And bronze gives way to iron lagging long, i 
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But firmly entering on how long a reign ! 
And flinty and bronze, and iron all lie there. 
There nobler records lie, remaining signs 
Of nations, thoughts, and empires disappeared. 
There are the buried palaces of kings, 
Their royal dignity availed them not 
To save them from the fate of the abodes 
Of shell-fish that had flourished long before. 
The world is crowded thick with sepulchres ; 
But Nature hath no reverence for death — 
She shakes new life into its quivering dust, 
And all these relics only sleep their hour, 
To be awakened by the Uving fire. 
The living water, living ice and air ; 
And, moving in a circle stranger far 
Than the dreamed changes of Pythagoras, 
Shall enter on a new activity. 

And thus the World goes singing on her way, 
Her voice a single voice amid a choir 
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Where all the worlds have voices. Of their song 
There only penetrate my feeble ears 
Some notes of this one voice ; and even they 
But lisp to me that they have marvels more 
Than I can listen deep enough to know. 
Legends are theirs more wondrous than romance — 
Whose Thor and Odin do stupendous deeds 
That not the storm-nursed fiEuicy of the Norse 
In freest flight could e'er have dreamed to sing. 
And all this music of created things — 
Of ages bom and dying in the past— 
Is but the breathing of the Eternal One* 



III. 



THE WORLD OF FLOWERS. 



•«o«- 



The breezes waft me the dear smell of life — 
Not the mere odour of the early grass, 
Nor budding larches, nor the opening bloom 
Of orchards waking from their winter sleep, 
But a delightful blending of them all 
In the pure air of morning, far from towns. 
Scarce speaking its own presence, 'tis content 
To breathe a blessing, careless that I fail 
To notice whence the blessing stealeth in. 

A wind too modest to demand a thought 
Murmurs a lullaby about my ears, 
And fans the rising life in the tree-tops. 
Health is distilling in from every side. 
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My limbs repose upon a meadowy couch, 

My eyes upon the landscape far and near — 

Nature's own food for them — green, brown, and blue, 

Purple and rosy tints, and here and there 

The white flash of the yrater, and the gleam 

Of more than golden lustre on the trees. 

If sense — ^mere sense — can give a lofty bliss, 

It must be here, where, all her portals oped. 

There stalks no tyrant in at any one, 

But messengers with tread so delicate 

They seem to be the spirits of the air. 

The world revolves in cadence round the sun ; 
Her green-clad tenants dance in perfect tune : 
Their hearts beat higher when their monarch smiles, 
And they prepare their garlands in hi» way. 
To-day the chestnut leaves are hanging down, 
Tender and pale, in sweet fragility. 
As if there breathed in them a breath of fear 
The while the half- warmed wind still heaves a sigh : 
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Soon they will wear the glow of ripened youth, 
And spread their palms round fairy candles lit 
To lead the van in summer's revelry. 

The rainbow train comes trooping in and in 
With full meridian radiance of the year, 
Flowers nodding love to flowers, and waving round 
On slender stems, or glorying in the sun. 
And there, far nestling in the greenwood shade. 
Is many a blushing and half-hidden face, 
Not the less fair that there are few to see — 
To thee a monitor, to live is thine. 
And living well thy life-work is fulfilled. 
Green is the herbage, green the trees overhead : 
The sycamores are heavy with their load ; 
The oak spreads lustily her sculptured leaves 
Still bearing trace of that vermilion blush 
Which made them bright in spring; the smooth- 
stemmed beech 
Stiffens the foliage tender once with down, 
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Preparing to do battle with the blasts 
And flaunt the withered relics of her hosts 
When all around is desolate ; the twigs 
Slender and matted of the elm are crisp ; 
The linden glitters with a lively green ; 
The silver birch, as free-bom as the roe 
That browses near her, is as elegant. 
The ash-tree is the fairest of the woods, 
And now is dressed in all her feathery state ; 
But, like vain folly, she took long to robe. 
As rosy cheeks, and softly swimming eyes, 
When noble character and loyal soul — 
The only evergreens — are far away. 
She early fades, as fading time comes on, 
And withers to the gauntedt skeleton. 

The harvest ripens. How intense the glow ! 
Not in the noon, but at a later hour 
The day is warmest, and so too the year. 
Oh, give me Autumn's crown of yellow com. 
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Her mellow fruit, her glory of red wine. 

The sweets of Spring were blighted with east wind ; 

But now the first declining of the year, 

When life feeds less from earth and more from heaven, 

Is rich with generous beauty. All too rare 

The fruit that yield their sweets in Summer's prime ; 

Often the wisdom blessing most the world 

Is plucked in autumn of grey-bearded men, 

Who, like a sunset, ere they sink to rest, 

light all they touch with memorable ray. 

The music of a chorus, and the crash 
Of a whole orchestra's triumphal strains 
Will weary soon the ear, and our frail eyes 
Bear not perpetual light ; but Summer's sheen 
Stands out, relieved by sombre sisters round. 
A shade of red sweeps o'er the forest green, 
A touch of orange, and a darker brown. 
Now Autumn cools ; the flowers prepare to go, 
And, generous in departing, strew their seeds ; 
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But, ere they strew them, write within their hearts, 
" Children, our days are numbered ; rest a while : 
A stir within you soon will bid you wake ; 
Then rise, and fill our place, and greet the sun." 

Winter, the coldly sculptured Winter, comes, — 
Gold with the touch of death ; but nursing hope. 
Oreen Nature, slumbering the repose of life, 
Falls back into her mother's lap to sleep ; 
The heavens drop tears, and spread the veil of snow. 

The Seasons time the tints of various life. 
Life decks the Spring, and makes the Summer gay, 
And sultry Autumn ripens living fruit : 
Winter is sad, because the veins of life. 
Touched by the cold, are frozen till the Spring. 
Life makes the lovely world the world she is. 
Nor brings new elements to weave the robe, 
But only breathes j and water, air, and earth. 
Slaves to the new dominion, fed her sway ; 
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Verdure is wrought of blackness, air is chained 
To work for her, and solid structures rise. 

Forth of the elements she calls a few 
To wield for her an oligarchic rule — 
" Dark Carbon, earthy and inert, awake ! — 
Gome, airy one, who rushing to thy choice 
Art sweet in glittering fountain, but, deceived 
By other contact, nursest liquid fire ! — 
Gome thou, her lover, god of flame be mine. 
Servant of life, but tyrant over death, 
And fellow-labourer of the glorious sun ! — 
And, lastly, thou who feedest not the flame ! — 
Though they shall give to thee the name Azote, 
Wake, and for ever bear the keys for me ! '^ 
She bids them rise and join their hands in one : 
Four genii are they of the lamp of life. 
Slaves of the bearers of that lamp, they cede 
To them the service of their magic might. 
They give the tints and odour to the flower; 
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They make the honey in the dewy bell ; 
They build the aisles and arches of the woods. 

How marvellous the thing that we call Life, 
And are familiar with ! How different 
From th' earth it feeds on and inhabiteth ! 
True, there are crystals, whose well-polished sides 
And measured angles are as shapely as 
The curving leaves and flowers of any tree, 
And show a fixed and ordered kind of growth, 
Which makes us think of Life. Thus in the night. 
When wintry frosts creep silent round the home 
Lighted and cheerful, the moist breath within, 
Caught on the glass, weaves quick-appearing shapes, 
A silver fernery, upon the panes. 
But Life is more than such a growth as that. 
Breathe on the window, melt the frost-device. 
Watch, and new spikelets bridge across the space 
The melted ice makes icicles anew. 
Crush a live seed, or nip a growing shoot, 
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The wreck does not resume the builded form. 

Though all the ruined fragments still remain 

And earth is none the lighter, earth has lost 

A force, a power, a subtile something there ; 

A subtile something potent to have made 

The germ a tree, the bearer of ripe fruit, — 

Fruit with their seeds endowed with all the power 

Of that whose injury destroys this train 

Of possibilities. A power it is 

Which wakes like lambent flame; like flame it 

spreads ; 
It vanishes as flames fly up and die. 

There is a life diffused in every tree 

That more than all its earth-bonds makes it one ; 

Yet every shoot is in itself complete^ 

Has independent life, and, come what will 

Of all the others, darts its upward way, 

Unfurling in due order leaf on leaf. 

There is a life in every leaf as well : 
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It downward strikes its root, it spreads the blade 

To gather strength and colour from the sun, 

And in its bosom cherishes the power 

That upward sends the shoot of other leaves. 

And every leaf, most marvellous to tell, 

Is builded up of shoals of living things 

Invisibly minute, but every one 

In birth, in death, in progeny, the type 

And subtile repetition of a plant. 

They all are separate, and all are one. 

As the long tide-wave compasses the globe, 
A moving mountain, leaping from whose breast, 
Bippled and checkered over like a web, 
Billows in legions beetle on the shore ; 
So tides of life succeaaive o'er the worid 
Have risen, and have waned and disappeared. 
And all the life that is around us now 
Is such a tide with billows on its breast ; 
And on the billows there are smaller waves. 
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With little wavelets playing upon them, 
Curling all o'er with ripples smaller still, 

And living things, like waves, deceive the sense, 
And seem the same, while changing ceaselessly. 

A simile gets trite when it is true, 
And coin is rubbed because it circulates. 
Life is a whirlpool Truly trite the word. 
But it is tritely true ; the rubbed remark 
Still tells its story as if yet the stamp 
Were new of its originality. 
Yea, Life, they call thee Vortex ; and the name 
Is chosen well, if any name at all 
Indeed be well that we can give to thee. 
Thou, veiled 1 we only know thee by thy garb. 
And that is vortex, ever made anew, 
And ever being slowly cast aside. 
Round usy and in us, and eluding search, 
Life is a mystery j but it is near 



THE WORLD OF FLOWER& 49 

And like the wind that leaves no place untouched, 
Now grandly sweeping, gently Usping now. 
So compasses our steps this breath of Grod. 
Itself approached not, its abodes and works 
Are perfumed groves exhaustless, rich in song. 
What bars its entrance ) Whither comes it not ? 
The dust beneath our footsteps is a mine 
Concealing countless treasures, and the breeze 
Blows showering germs unseen to every nook. 
Prepared to cling to any resting-place 
And don, like crystals, an appointed form. 

The wretched slime we warily avoid 
Slips not forgotten out of Nature's hands* 
Her fingers are with unremitting care 
In secret tending on the beautiful. 
Life is for ever building 'mid decay. 
The rank green covering of the standing pool, 
Although we hate it for the stagnancy 
Whence it is gendered, is a host of globes, 

D 
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Minute but numberless, and all alive, 
Each busy with the mission it fulfils ; 
And lovely is the work in every one. 

The little globes give place to oval beads, 
The beads grow longer, multiply to chains. 
And stars, and colonies of every form ; 
And when we look minutely at their growth, 
We learn that every tree that waves in air 
And all the glory of our garden-beds- 
Are builded out of units such as these. 



Builded they are upon a plan more vast 
Than all the art of building known to man ; 
But as that art includes within its range 
The kennel-couch of mad Diogenes, 
The huts of savages, the beehive cells 
Of anchorites of old, the older fanes 
Of ancient Greece and far more ancient Nile, 
The temples and the palaces of Eome, 
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Hovels and houses of more modem time 
Changing through centuries, and — ^finest crown 
Of human thought made fast in during stone — 
The Gothic aisles and arches and great spires 
Of vast cathedrals ; — so in Nature's realm 
The highest excellence of floral life 
Is linked by humbler growths that came before 
To humbler still, that were of earlier rise, 
And each is but the expression in its place 
Of thought that clothes itself continuously. 

The filmy mould that all unbidden thrives 

On moist putridity displays a law, — 

The earthward root, the upward tending bloom, — 

That, once appearing, ever holds its rule 

In all the varying vegetable tribes. 

And knits them in a bond of unity. 

Downward in darkness threading through the ground, 

The rootlets hunt with thousand mouths for food ; 

While, upward shooting straightly in the air, 
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Is borne in pride the crown of clustered fruit. 
The rich and ragged seaweeds, that in form 
Are various as in colour, downward send 
The roots that nourish upward growth more gay- 
Gay in the basins of the sea-shore rocks 
When noonday lights them with a playful beam 
That revels in their crimsons, and the eye 
Discovers hidden beauties in the scene 
Of mimic foliage floating in repose. 
The lichens, too, that though of lowly growth 
Have charms to lend the stony wilderness, 
Clothing the barren place with changing tints, 
Send down their teeth into the naked rock, 
And from its substance drag their scanty food ; 
While, casting up a covering that defies 
The sun's worst fury to scorch up their life, 
They do a work for other than themselves. 
Bidding the marble and rough granite yield. 

Mosses succeed where these prepare the way ; 
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And dotted 'mid the grey and golden crusts, 
Like dark plantations among open fields, 
Upraise their little mounds of swarthy hue. 
£icher the moss more delicately reared, 
That pasture finds in refuge of the woods. 
It grows the softest beds of verdure there 
Of olive tint ; and, grateful for the shade. 
Clasps the old trees, and fondly flings around 
Their scarred and rugged stems its arms all hung 
With ornaments of lace and filigree. 

Down in the dewy shade of sheltered grove, 
Where tumbles with soft sound the rivulet, 
Whose depth of brown is lit with sparkling falls 
Gay bubbling in the pools, the oozy banks 
Are overlaid with cushions soft and round 
Of moss that keeps its greenness in the cold. 
Surviving bravely in the winter wa^te, 
'Mid damp and rotting leaves, when overhead 
A purple wickerwork is all that breaks 



64 SCALA NATURAE. 

The face of the chill sky, whose warmer light 

In summer could but sparely penetrate 

The pent those leaves then made. In such a dale 

The sombre bridge with vistas in the span, 

Bearing upon its dusty road the cares. 

The business, and the pleasures of the world, 

Over and swiftly far from this repose. 

Completes the sense of lovely solitude. 

Fixed in its arching wall, the sculptured ferns 

Soften the hardness of man's handiwork, 

And deck with rural garb the stones that look 

On rural scenes, as if they welcomed them 

To be adopted children of the glade. 

Once there were ferns that more abundant grew 

Than those that clustering in our northern glens 

Wave in their feathery beauty wild and free, 

Proclaiming all the liberty and health 

That float upon the breeze. More proudly then 

They raised their shade aloft, as proudly now 

In distant islands their bright canopies 
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Swing in the wind, surviving like the tribes 
That linger ere they join the buried past. 
And yet for all their beauty, know thou this : 
Nor moss nor fern shall claim high dignity — 
Not though the fern wave lofty like a palm ; 
For they are flowerless. A prediction faint, 
Yet truly wonderful, of flowers to come, 
A declaration deeply lodged in them. 
That there is sex wherever there is life, — 
All this they have, but it is so concealed 
They shall not claim a place of dignity. 



The crown of jubilation is the flower. 

The loftiest effort of the life of plants 

Is that the mortal, stretching forth to grasp 

At immortality, renew itself. 

Parent and offspring, in immortal chain. 

And this the service that the flowers adorn, 

Whose glorious colours lifted to the sky 

Signal to heaven that earth shall rise to life, 
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And life immortal everywhere be king. 

Ye trees and herbs that clothe the world with green, 

Ye orderly communities of buds, 

Your leaves fulfil their destiny, and live 

To aid the commonwealth whose rule they own ; 

And, various as the branches' various wants, 

Nearing the summit, with consent combine. 

And, bending all their efforts to one end. 

Unite to rear a fabric made to nurse 

The germs that shall repeat, not lives like theirs. 

But all the life that dwells in all your frame. 

An outward guard assumes a hardy growth, 
Contented to retain its quiet green. 
Or, sometimes catching the infection up 
Of the gay spirit that is struggling out. 
Puts on the warmer tints of holiday. 
More delicately nurtured in the lap 
Of this embrace, the tender petals spring 
Locked one upon another, edge on edge. 




THE WORLD OF FLOWERS. 57 

Or merged by closer sympathy in one. 

The tints and glories that on earth and air, 

In sea and sky, in ever-changing dance 

Chase in their circle mom and noon and night, 

Nature repeats in tablets upon them : 

She dips her brush in all the rainbow's hues, 

And pencils them with shades of harmony. 

These are the woodland's eye, the garden's joy ; 

That was the guard, the decoration these. 

The maids of honour of plant-royalty. 

And like a court by luxury enslaved, 

At once a costly and a useless thing. 

So have I seen, by cares of man's device, 

These bright attendants manifold increased, 

And clustering round a core of nothingness. 



Yet lovely also are those inmost whorls, 
Though not so gaudy as their coverings. 
And, more than to be beautiful, 'tis theirs 
To minister to perpetuity. 



i 
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The poppy flaunts its petals long and wide ; 
Of tint imperial are their scarlet dyes ; 
And yet its eye were wanting, were it not 
For the dark lustre of the silken fringe 
Bich with the purple anthers that conceal 
The sculptured urn — an emblem of the death 
That harbours in its lures of loveliness. 



Or there the cactus, with its stem grotesque, 
Whose blossoms clothe it with magnificence ; 
You own their splendour, scarce expecting grace, 
And start with pleasure, in the crimson cup 
To see the tassel delicately hang, 
A snowy innocent in kingly arms 
That don gay raiment to give honour due, 
Like every kingly mind, to purity. 

Even the roses have a feature less 

That nursed by art add petals ring on ring, 

Until the yellow heart has disappeared. 
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Expression suffers from the care that seeks 
To gain an artificial elegance. 

Withers the flower. The blossoms pass away ; 
Youth's effervescence, bride-adorning blooms, 
They pass ; and riper glow of fruit appears, 
And the seeds drop, and the year's work is done. 

Thou seed, what wonders are enclosed in thee ! 

Is not the leaf within thee closely rolled 

Till the Spring breeze, to thee the angel trump, 

Shall bid thee wake, and it the cerement rend, 

To be first feather of the upward wing ? 

Thou also many written leaves conceaFst, 

Scarcely begun by littles to unfold 

Deep things of life, and of mysterious being. 

Wilt thou evolve thyself in one great bud, 

Or many-budded ever-branching tree 1 

Is unity the prevalent design. 

As in the heaven-shoot of the tropic palm. 



/ 
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Or rather is the infinite thine aim, 

like forest tree of this onr northern dime? 

Already is the issue symbolised. 

Perchance far more is symboled, could we read. 

Symbols are only notes in harmony, 

And Nature, full of harmony throughout, 

Is brimming over full of symbols too. 

If we had only larger eyes to see, 

What mystic seemings would reveal their truths, 

Bing within ring, and sphere surrounding sphere 1 

And heaven, reflected in the things of earth, 

Would kindle longing for yet greater sight. 

say not that the vision is a dream, 

Nor think the vague is always fanciful. 

The distant peaks are shrouded round with 

mists. 
And fenced about with many a black morass — 
Are they less real that they loom so dim, 
Or that their sides are difficult to climb ? 
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The traveller sees them first while far away, 
Nor finds himself transported through the air, 
Bat manfully he toils to conquer them. 

Some love to gather in a long array 

The various families, and their members name, 

As they distinguish them by feature fine, 

The notches or pubescence of a leaf. 

Their work is well, for these are lovely things ; 

But lovelier is the idea they adorn. 

And worthy is the task with anxious eye 

To peer into life's great evolving plan, 

Like a veiled statue, so in drapery screened 

That its cloaked beauty barely is revealed 

Enough to show what store of it is there. 

Worthy the work to trace the bonds that knit 

The world, and mark how in the cosmic dance 

Life plays its part, and all the elements 

Stretch arms to it, while it spreads arms to them. 

They seem to feel that they are bound in one, 
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As are the head, and heart, and hand of man ; 
For surface-beauty in their contact gleams 
Lovely like that which is more deeply laid. 

See yonder trees that shade the mountain stream 

Or green grow by the margin of the lake ; 

Lake, stream, and tree are all replete with charms. 

Each is the lovelier that the rest are near, 

While sky and clouds of heaven unite the view. 

When winds are still, and cloudlets calmly float 

Like bodiments of sunlight in the air, 

Then, tuned to keep the grateful harmony. 

Water and woodland dreaming in repose, 

The lake looks upward with a loving smile. 

The trees find fellows in the depth below. 

But gather in the firmament the hosts 

Dark mustering from afar to do the wiU 

Of storms, and let the charging west wind roar ; 

The waters roused to fiiry lash their bounds. 

The lake, that had been peaceful and calm-browed. 
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Is tossed in frenzy of ferocity. 

Its face is changed to blackness that is broke 

Only by writhing biUows' crest of foam, 

That like some swarthy Oriental's teeth 

And eyes in anger, make the darkness deep. 

Black are the forests, and they raise a wail 

That mingles with the waves' and tempest's howl ; 

The willow bending by the water side 

Streams her wild hair and rocks with hollow moan, 

And the tall pine-tree brings the Ughtning down. 

The waste and woodland, wave and wind and clouds 
Have joined their hands in an agreement strong— 
" Sisters, in concert we shall blend our joy ; 
Sisters, in concert let our wailings blend ; 
Our hearts in union join, for we are one. 
Bom of one Spirit of eternity." 

One wind blows over all ; the cloudy pall 
Shuts out one sun, the only lord of day 
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One law of gravity asserts its rule 

O'er wind and wave, o'er rock and leafy bough. 

And if such unities as these have power 

To lend the landscape so much harmony, 

What wonder that the evolutions rolled 

Forth of the one and universal Life — 

The Mind Eternal — should yield richer store 

Of subtler beauty the more deep the glance 

Is plunged in search of the minute, or seeks 

To penetrate the depths unlimited 1 



IV. 
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From far-off-gazing through the starry vaults 

And over ages lessening to a point, — 

The veriest point to us, but, while they dured. 

Arrayed in glorious splendour of their own,— 

And from the nearer but far distant view 

Dimly afforded by the record rocks 

Of earth's long lifetime before man was born, — 

Thence on a world of verdure downward fell 

My eyes sore strained, and found a scene at hand^ 

If in less area, so much more intense 

As the loud streets are than the dim grey towns. 

Whose silent outlines on a ^rther shore 

Loom faint, or as the foreground banks of moss 

Have more of life for us than ranges blue. 

E 
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Intenser, nearer, yet as widely spread 
Are the new oceans which, with anxious heart, 
I launch my barque on, with a trembling hand 
That would explore, but needs to learn to steer. 

Two worlds are with me, in me, and around. 
Or rather are they hemispheres of one. 
Which will not part, and yet unblent remain ; 
Like Time and Space, which cannot be compared. 
Although they twine themselves in sisterhood 
So close that either, when contemplated, 
Will straightway bring the other into sight. 

Within the spirit- world, if I would peer, 

I know not any spirit but my own ; 

And it I feel in me, but little know ; 

For never, never have I looked on aught 

But body ; body whirls itself in sight 

Even by my peering ; and the dreamed-of soul — 

The picture of a spirit that I make — 
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Because it is a picture, takes a shape, 

A cloud, and in the cloud a face and form. 

Or if, harassed reflection laid to sleep, 
Mind unencumbered, I should let the shapes 
Of things without slip in through open eyes ; 
Even as they come they seem to catch a soul, 
The hills, the skies, the rivers, and the plains ; 
And that pure flower, with dear idea full, 
A ray reflected from the eye of God, 
How hard to think it has no soul at all ! 
Gro seek it, and your searching is in vain. 
There is no spirit there ; it is the smile 
Of Him whose work it is that makes it bright. 

Still, still, who seek'st a soul in every thing. 
Who canst not even look at aught on earth 
But thou imaginest it looks at thee, 
Not always with a shadow-hunting gaze 
Shalt thou, distractedly thy vain attempts 




Lavish to grasp an image in a glass, 
While the true spirit is above — beyond. 
There is a zone of blended night and day 
Where the sun circles on the rim of heaven, 
And the fisur-travelled wanderer looks across 
Over the cold white head of earth, and sees 
Its disc at midnight ; and, although it fails 
To bring one dew-drop from the dazzled ice, 
It is the sun. So, too, a zone appears 
Of spirit mingled with material form : 
We, rooted in that zone, around us see 
The unkindred tides embrace in eddying whirls 
Lovely to look on ; though to follow this 
Or that one back into its pure domain 
Our eyes are useless, and our efforts fail. 

How strange is this new thing, upon the world 
Viewlessly stealing — call it Soul, or Mind, 
Spirit, or any other name you will, — 
From the first streak that guides the polyp's way 



LIFE SERVED BY SENSK 69 

Up to the light of man ! Yet not all new ; 
But kindred to the Spirit One, whose word 
The world already is ! As if the Sun 
Shook his great head of glory, like the man 
Whose arm was Israel's strength, and from his 

locks 
A shower of living light flew down the paths 
Of heaven to people earth with starry lamps 
That had their brightness in themselves, so sprang 
The shower of animation forth of God. 



No more let Deity be only shrined 

As a grey-headed Jove enthroned in clouds 

And wielding thunder, while obedient worlds 

Quake at His frowning and attend His smile ; 

Nor Guardian of the earth amid the skies, 

Green Nature's impulse, highest Life of lives ; 

Nor Father only of adoring souls, 

The King of gods and men. Oh 1 know that none 

Of these, nor any vision, can display 
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His greatness ; bat for want of purer thought 
Think Him the whole of these and endless more, 
Closer to thee than dearest words can tell, 
And yet transcending pantheistic dream — 
Thy Father and thy spirit's God. He is 
The All, the Power who positeth abroad 
Power of His own, and starry depths appear 
And crowded earth ; the All, the working Mind 
Who, calling from the depth of His own self 
Souls to distinct existence in His sight, 
The World of Spirits is, where thou who seek'st 
To scrutinise it art a floated thing 
That soundest not the deeps whence thou hast 

sprung. 
Nor canst conceive of thy futurity. 

Bearing the lamp and fostering the flame 
Of swelling consciousness, moves forth again 
Organisation, on a new advance 
Far other than the widening path she took 
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When, queen of a whole world, with steadfast foot 

And towering head, she raised her arms on high 

And prayed the Sun, " O bless this earth of mine/' 

Lo ! now, with one who as he grows in strength 

Claims lordship over her, she weds, and is 

No more her mistress, to enjoy repose 

And spread herself abroad on every side. 

The restless spirit bids her roam, and cries, 

" Yet more, yet more ! Bring in the world to me." 

Growth ever outward is not now the aim, 

But new sensation ever welling in. 

The landscape was earth's upward-lifted eye 

To meet the sun : the animated tribes 

Are rays from heaven that struggle on the earth. 

The sphere, the source of every form, a place 
Afiords of union to the devious streams 
Of lively being. It — the wondrous sphere — 
The simplest figure and the most complete — 
Zero's and Universars only sign. 



i 
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Makes known in Space the spaceless point, and in 

The finite represents the infinite. 

In it, all undetermined toward poles, 

Appears the embryo of form, the first 

Advance from undefined fluidity. 

Both worlds and raindrops are upon the plan 

Of spheres imagined ; not by fickle thought. 

Capricious will of Deity, as if 

God were a man ; nay, but they could not be 

Other than as they are. By deeply laid 

Necessity they both are moulded so. 

Plants all unplant-like, quivering in the growth 

Of life first touching earth and scarcely yet 

Speaking its destiny, and animals 

With animality so faint expressed 

It glimmers dubiously to us, — ^these are 

The origins in spheres, the ABC 

Of the organic world. And as the sphere 

To forms more special yields, by equal steps 
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The plant evolves its characters of growth, 
And in the animal that added thing, 
Ealer alike of mode and means of growth, 
Declares its presence by less doubtful signs. 

Too small to watch with an unaided eye, 
There lies before me a translucent speck 
Of jelly in the water. Surely here 
There is no consciousness, and yet perhaps 
From all the vegetable world it shows 
Distinct. It lies not quiet to suck in 
And build its substance from free elements 
Chance-floated round it ; but in active quest 
Searches among the swarming particles. 
Discerns the tender morsels fit for food, 
And, laying hold of them, its formless bulk 
Folds like a vesture round, and drags them in. 
Faintly, but certainly, it shadows forth 
The outline of the coming plan of life, — 
A sentient thing in contact with the world, 



74 SCALA NATURAE. 

Hunting for food to grow by ; while within 
Are hid the springs of vegetable life 
Which give the sentient animal its growth. 

More lively, trooping in the labyrinths 
Of filmy verdure o'er the crusted pool, 
Are animalcules girt with slender coats, 
Swarming in myriads, and all blithely gay. 
The sphere becomes elliptic, and anon 
Pierced in a forward place appears the mouth ; 
While, circling round it, are the lively rings 
Of oaring cilia, that with rhythmic sweep, 
Wave chasing wave, like wind across the corn. 
Stir currents in the water that are swift 
As the vibrations of the fervid air 
Which issues quivering from a furnace top. 
The circling cilia are like tentacles, 
Spread out to grasp the world with, simple arms, 
Precursors of the fins and arms and wings, 
Feelers and eyes, that in the countless swarms 
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Of moving creatures radiate from the line 
Of the stretched body, as the leaves of trees 
.Spread outwards from the long line of the shoot. 



With arms in circle ranged around their mouths 
The teeming zoophytes a vista ope 
Of flowerlike shapes — a world of loveliness, 
Whose beauty, lika an Oriental maid's, 
Obscured beneath a veil, is only seen 
When truly sought. For it is mostly hid 
Beneath the green waves that in sullen time 
Roll in and murmur on the shore, or dash 
In heavy breakers ; — where for light of day 
There penetrate but feeble twilight gleams 
Through dusky brine. And much there is concealed 
In uninviting mud and stagnant pools, 
And much is delicate, and much minute. 



Minute, indeed, yon starry spots of green 
Hung listless in the water, trembling down 
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As if they had been dropped, or rising slow 
With scarcely more of an apparent will 
Than an air bubble : wandering wayward now 
As floated motes do when the water stirs ; 
Now anchoring beneath the pond-weed leaf 
Like firmly rooted things, and stretching out 
Their slender bodies and their floral heads 
And serpent arms afar in quest of food. 

Still as minute, and full of beauty too, 

How many a polyp, fastened like a plant 

To stone or shell or tangle, lives and plays. 

Increases, buds, and fishes for its prey. 

And all we know of it is that a few 

Enthusiasts' eyes, well tutored, have descried 

Now and again, reward of daily search. 

The treasured stranger ! They unfold the tale 

Of varying forms and interesting ways 

And wondrous transformations. We who work 

Have each the spots we love to cultivate, 
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A little comer of the wide domain 

Of Nature portioned out by choice or chance 

To be our special garden ; but we see 

With shaded eye, while resting on the spade, 

The sunbeams glitter on a far-off field 

Upon the mountain side, and greet the sight. 

And even eyes untutored may admire 

The feathery stem of many a zoophyte. 

Did ever child that on the velvet sands, 

Wet with retreated tides, its basket filled 

With shells and pebbles and a hundred things 

Stored for its first museum, pick these sprays, 

Branching, and white, and delicate, and wrought 

As if by fairies with an ivory thread, 

And think them aught but lovelier plants than 

those 
That cling to them of green and purple hue 1 
Oh ! if by fairy hand indeed were built 
These graceful structures, surely then they were 
The candelabra of the palaces 
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Of crystal green and pavement strewed with pearl, 
Where horned creatures sport their gaudy shells, 
And scallops sparkle, jewelled round with eyes. 
Each slender sprig is clustered o'er with cups, 
And every cup has held a lamp of life, 
A little lively armed and grasping thing, 
A polyp, seemingly quite self-contained, 
But subject to a higher life suffused 
Through all the sprig, that bids the branches 

sprout, 
Appoints their place and character, sends out 
The polyp-lives like blossoms, and prolongs 
Its impulse onwards, adding tier to tier 
And bud to bud indefinite. 'Twould seem 
The life of trees has overstept its bounds 
And found a footing in this other world. 

The corals spread their branches even more. 

The royal family of animals 

That mimic forests in their growth, they weave 
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Islands as circlets on their brows, and crowns. 
High as the ocean-line they raise them up : 
Betreathig seas and earth's volcanic spasms 
Present the glittering gift before the sun : 
He smiles, the fluttering breezes dance around ; 
The waves cast up their treasures ; Nature owns 
The present to the king, and palms and groves 
And aromatic odours and fair fruit 
Hold jubilee in honour of new lands. 
' Keefs on whose craggy points in rude caress 
The never-resting breakers dash their arms, 
Terribly boisterous, but fraught to them 
With a slow soothing influence ! and those 
Snow-white and rosy relics that we keep 
With jealous care from sacrilegious touch, 
To their frail beauties perilous ! they make 
Us almost see a loveliness in death. 



Ah, no ! If thou wouldst find all Nature good, 
The work of God all lovely, it behoves 



( 



80 SCALA NATURAE. 

That death from the idea be detached 

And ranked in opposition. Hark ! the voice 

Of the whole universe is one protest — 

'* Death shall be subject unto life." Behold, 

The fijiitude of all her finite parts 

Is cast by Nature aiming on and on, 

struggling and pointing to the infinite. 

And Life abhors her helot slave, grim Death. 

The smallest system that is fraught with life, 

Like dewdrop in the sun, reflects the scheme 

That rules eternal in the law of heaven ; — 

'Twould sicken and would perish, were the taint 

Of thing corrupt not fought with ; it protests 

'^ Not here there resteth ought that can defile." 

Yea, though it feed upon putridity. 
It lives by the alchemic power within 
That bids the putrid turn to healthiness. 
And once, indeed, there lived on earth a man 
That had the touch alchemic that could turn, 
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For all who let Him lay His hand on them, 

The putrid soul into a living part 

Of the one great and never-dying life. 

But thou with whom that alchemy is weak, 

Beware corruption, lest it work thy death. 

The scourging Fates can brook no mutiny, 

But sweep all worlds with one loud trumpet-blast — 

" Life ! live for aye! Thou, Death, shalt surely die.'' 

The beauty of those flowery-looking rocks 
Steps forward only when Death's every trace 
Is bleached and washed away. Persuade me not 
That they were lovely, when the putrid pulp 
Of the dead polyps rotted where they grew. 
But cosmic life, the conqueror of Death, 
Swallowed up putrefaction, and resolved 
Decay to currents of her youthful veins ; 
And that was lovely. When the coral stars 
Thick clustering twinkle in the crystal deep^ 
More is their lustre than deserted stems 

F 
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Eobbed of their meaning. Fragile, soft and fair, 
They blossom in deep paths untrod by men, 
And spread their graces where there is no eye 
Made happy by their beauty, where no soul 
Inhabiting a body ever dwells. 
Man is not lord of all ; for man alone. 
Though 'mid creation's wonders eminent, 
A wonder more than they he stands confessed, 
So great a world as this was never made. 
'Twas glory-girt in ages ere his time, 
Sparkled with changing glint of ornament, 
And shone with splendours intricate and great. 
Man is indeed the latest added gem — 
The pride, but not the master of the world. 

Bright round the coasts are large and lustrous stars, 
Oay as the rose^ and changeful as the moon, 
Sweet sea-anemones — fcheir gorgeous coats 
Close wrapping round them when retiring tides 
Have left them unprotected, or in pools 
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Sunny and placid, stretching one by one 

Their spreading tentacles till, in full state, 

Eounded and rich, they with the dahlia vie, 

And with the passion-flower's more meaning grace. 

A twilight dim, forerunning consciousness, 

A very faint and struggling gleam, seems theirs 

To make them know the sun, and seek for food. 

'Tis said they hunger when their inner veil, 

Everted, rises in pellucid folds 

Weary of grasping emptiness ; and oft 

A shadow of a feeling of content, 

A something like complacence, surely thrills 

Their walls inflated, when the waves are pure 

And ripple in the light before the breeze. 

And yet so faint those streaks of dawning sense 

They seem like fancies — childhood's early dreams 

Of the good fairies lurking in the flowers. 

But pass we from those floral memories, 

Those stars, and those luxuriant branching stems, 
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And bells that pulsate gaily in the brine, 

On to that gliding, darting world beyond, 

Whose long array is founded on the plan 

Of rings-repeated. Kings they are no more 

Of starry symmetry ; but, placed on edge, 

They have an earthward and an upward side. 

While, outward spreading, spring the arms in pairs. 

Trailing and burrowing 'mid ocean shells. 

And writhing in thin length of frequent coil. 

Long worms pursue their labyrinthine way 

Through crevices, each worm a lively chain 

Whose every link is limbed ; and every limb 

Steps truly in the column of advance. 

And panoplied in coat of homy mail 

Plated and jointed, on a hundred feet 

Long centipeds run rapid on the earth, 

Now seen, now vanishing, each joint complete 

Moving harmonious with the joints around. 

The knot that binds the union is the group 

Of blended rings compacted into one 
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To make the head — ^whose limbs for sights for 

touch 
Are formed, and for the seizure of the prey ; 
Far different from other limbs indeed, 
But limb-like still — still radiate from the ring, 
And instruments of contact with the world. 



The blending up of rings to form the head 

Tells the beginning of a new advance. 

It was not a forgetfulness of aim, 

Not a reversion to the growth of plants. 

The linking up of animals in one 

To be a thing articulate ; but, thus 

Is broadened out the basis of the plan 

That Nature with persistence of design 

Pursued, and still pursues, to build a dome 

Where soul at last may dwell : and while she lays 

A wide foundation in the manifold. 

Already is she busy with the work 

To reunite the manifold in one. 
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Quickly she gathers, and the frame well knit 

Of many a creature clawed and terrible 

Tells, if fleet motion were the end of life, 

The goal were gained already. Crouching there, 

In lair of sea-weed, from his watery den 

See peering out yon savage, masked and maUed, 

His whip-like feelers waving watchfully. 

His jointed eyes expressionless, but fraught 

With purpose in their rolling, and his grasp 

Told by his mighty pincers ! How he seems 

Like some mysterious engine made for war ! 

He spurns the water with extended tail. 

And quickly darts upon the chase. And there 

The rapid skirmishers that haunt the sea, 

All oared like phantom galleys, with their prows 

Warlike accoutred, how they flash from sight I 

There, too, a mjrriad host, a sparkling throng 

That are but specks, but are in countless swarms. 

And every one in hot activity 

Of blind impulsive life. Their dwindled size 
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Has left them jointed yet, and left as well 
The life that is in jointed forms inspired. 

Now softly whispered on a lingering wind, 
And mingled with the rustling sound of leaves. 
Or gently solemn on the moving stream, 
Sweetly is borne an undulating hum 
That lights in blessed quiet on the ear 
Of him who lists in silence Nature's voice. 
No music this, that with imperious call 
Would shut the eyes and bid the ears with- 
draw 
Prom every other sound ; a murmur low. 
Content to be the background of a dream 
And make that dream a heaven. Hail ! ye hosts I 
Hail ! thou great world of wings ; ye insect 

swarms ! 
Fresh from the crawling denizens of mud, 
And following creatures in their oary flight 
Through the dark waters ; with a glad regard 
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We greet the expanded limbs that tread the wind, 
Broad sails shot upwards, as the feet strike down. 

A butterfly comes dancing on the breeze ; 
Gsilj she promenades the paths of air, 
And waves her more than royal rich array 
Where glances brightest sunshine : there anon, 
Daintily poised upon the trembling brim 
Of fairest flower, she sucks the nectar in 
With that uncurled spiral ; and she says, 
" It is my meed, for I am fairer still." 
The fell destroyer suddenly sweeps down. 
Steady the swoop ; the iridescent wings 
Of the great dragon-fly flash past like light. 
His jaws axe set for slaughter and grim war ; 
For through the grating of that dome of eyes 
He caught a glimpse of Luxury at ease : 
Like light he flashes, and has crushed her dead. 
Lo ! as her tattered splendours flutter by. 
At once is fled all thought of Nature's care 
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For the protection of her offspring, fled 
Our contemplation of her unity 
Of plan^ as human sympathy awakes 
Eoused by a note not loud but rudely rung. 

Oh ! wait and see what Nature really is, 
Nor shut your eyes, nor dream a fancy-world ; 
Struggles and strifes are waged more grave than 

these : 
The strife of life is Nature. Armed with spears 
To deal the poisoned death-blow on their foes, 
See where the armies of dread hornets camp. 
Fiercely the wasp, with bite and strength and sting, 
Wages wild warfare with the crafty guile 
Of old dame spider, who, like witch malign, 
Watches her toils, and thirsts to clutch the prey. 
War, war ! The history of the world is war. 
And life is war, and war alone is life. 
The life of peace celestial that we spy 
Dream-like, a happy goal, far far in front. 
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Is that eternal war that conquers ill. 
But when we think of all the bright attire 
That decks the pawns in this perpetual fight, — 
The gifts so prodigal, — we stand amazed, 
With our imperfect grasp of what we see. 
That all the gleam of gaily dancing swarms 
Is but brave trappings of whole legions doomed, 
That only live to be at last devoured 
By others not more beautiful than they. 

A land of marvels is that insect realm ; 

And even more than at the subtilties 

Of structure finely intricate, we wake 

To sense of earnest wonder at the ways, 

The guided ways, of creatures that from thought 

And will, and every feeling of a sort 

That we can sympathise with seem removed 

By a great gap so bridgeless that in vain 

We try to image the blind impulses. 

So blind and yet so accurately aimed. 
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That drive them. Ages send the question down 
To wondering ages — What directs the bee 1 
What bond unites the colonies of ants 1 



The worid is all a wonder. Wonder is, 
And only is, the upward attitude 
The mind assumes to what transcends its gaze. 
But earnest eyes see common things transcend ; 
And there is nothing that we think we know 
Which, if we knew it better, would not wear 
The aspect of a miracle. And yet 
So narrow is the focus of our sight 
We wonder seldom. Nor the ant nor bee 
Than other insects is more wisely framed, 
As if the book of Nature had been writ 
By human hand, and genius fed the pen 
With varying flow ; but only, less removed 
From scrutiny are many of their ways. 
They are not more involved in mystery 
Than is a single movement of the limb 
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Of insect or of man. I raise my arm ; 
I raise it all unconscious that between 

« 

Me and that rising arm is stretched a chain 
Of forces hid, and subtile mechanisms, 
That answer to my ignorant command. 
But this is far too near a thing to wake 
Our wonder often ; and the microscope 
That turns the vision in on sights so close 
Is hard to handle ; while that perfect comb. 
That spider's web, those nations organised. 
They look us in the face. I think at times 
That all intelligences, great and small, 
From yon dark dawnings of the zoophyte 
To man and more than man, are like the buds 
That sprout from some prolific polyp's side. 
The largest buds have got the narrowest necks, 
But there are some bf intermediate size. 
Types of the place in life that insects hold. 
Distinctly buds in form, but fed as yet 
More by a stream from the great central stem 
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Than their own efforts. Instinct is that stream. 
We larger buds with stretching tentacles 
The crude material of experience grasp 
And needs digest ; but they untaught are wise. 



Diverging from the line of ringM things 
Thus far that we have followed on its course 
Inspired with onward vigour, waves of life— 
Long waves retreating — spread on every side. 
And as full often on a rocky shore 
Where rising tides invade deserted pools, 
Making them inlets, seas are carried in 
Through winding straits, and dashed from stone to 

stone, 
Till eddies rise whose source is hard to tell. 
So round the thickening rocks of circumstance 
Life's seas have tided through the trackless years 
Of world-propelling ages. Is it strange 
That of the whirls and streams that now are seen 
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Few to their parent current can be traced, 
And all emerge from deep obscurity ) 

There goes the star-fish, and it tumeth not ; 

And see the purple urchin, shooting far 

Beyond the lively forest of its spines 

Fields of soft blossoms lengthening to threads 

Curving like showering rockets in their fall, 

And finding anchorage, as if to moor 

The while they drag the heavy dome along. 

See the long vista of bright spiral shells 

Dotting the earth and carpeting the coasts, 

And their inhabitants, great crawling snails 

That stretch their horns and slowly wend their way 

On smooth extended discs. See ocean beds 

Of many-formed bivalves — prone to rest 

Far more than motion, tombed in olden rocks 

Profusely, and profusely scattered now; 

Irregular in shape, but always true 

To that irregularity of theirs. 
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No chain of parts repeated they display, 

No last remains of blended groups of rings, 

And yet are they the backward-tending waves 

Cast from the wake of yon advance of life 

Across the seas of possibility. 

And as at times among the works of men 

The ornate flourishes in Art's decline, 

Those creatures that have straggled from the race 

For higher sense, are gayest of the gay 

In gaudy hues, and ornament their shells 

With mouldings rich, and graceful curvatures. 

But say not this of the old Nautilus, 

The Chinaman of Animality — 

Gaining his wonderful advance in days 

That are so old that they seem mythical. 

Nor say it of the lovely Argonaut. 

They march with decorations in the van 

Of all their allies, although turned aside 

Out of the route that leads to highest life ; 

And not an insect nor a jointed thing 
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In either air or ocean matches them ; 

For forth they stand advanced, like prophets placed 

Upon the mountain-heights of one domain. 

Looking with their great eyes to realms beyond. 

To that beyond we hasten. As we step 

Across the threshold we already feel 

That nobler forms are round us, and the frame 

Of Nature vibrates to a grander strain. 



V. 



SENSE LEADING ON TO THOUGHT. 



The forms that late to our exploring eyes 

Seemed brimming o'er with life, now left behind 

And looked at from a higher stage than theirs. 

Are dwindled into insignificance, 

And seen as domes and spires and humbler towers 

And roof-tops of the houses of a town 

From overshadowing hill. For as the rocks 

That wreath the mountain-base may fail to rise 

Above the city pinnacles, but show 

The presence of a huger majesty, 

And have a dignity as buttresses 

Of Nature's Titan strongholds o'er them, so 

The humblest, meanest liege of this domain 

Transcends the highest of those other realms. 

G 
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Their dignity is centred in the source 

Whence spring those silver lines that thread the 

frame, 
That vibrate to the contact of the World, 
And, delicately truthful, carry up 
The message sent them, and awake the mind 
To outward consciousness ; or from within 
Eeceiving mandates, bear the impulse out 
Arousing movement. In her temple shrined, 
Whence all those lines emerge, is set the brain, 
Where force, that was divorced from consciousness 
That matters might exist, rejoins at length 
Her long-lost bridegroom, and the tent is raised 
Where body meets with mind. Those lines no more 
From underneath steal upwards. Sense is lord, 
And Nature's ways are like the ways of men — 
To lordly Sense she gives the lordly place. 
The higher seat to the superior power. 
The dais raised assorts with dignity ; 
And from above the nerves pass circling down. 
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The windings of the long ascending way, 
That we have sought through thickets deep per- 
plexed^ 
From first obscure beginnings up till now, 
Were but the battle-fields where Consciousness — 
A conqueror from heaven who sought a home — 
Found in organic structure his new land. 
And waged successful war against the powers 
That held it, till he brought them in to be 
Attendant bondsmen. Higher yet shall rise 
The great invader; his abode shall yet 
Be such as may more fittingly display 
A princely dignity. But even now. 
He is the master ; and the reign of Sense 
Gleams broad before us. 



From their bed of brine, 
And from the inland lake and river pool. 
The fishes tell the tale that Sense doth reign. 
The fishes are a vast and various folk. 
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And they have many, many things to say, 

And many carious shapes and carious ways. 

Yea, some of them have loveliness as well, 

And dash a shower of rainbows from their scales — 

The scales so pearly, or a sunset flush 

Suffuses warmth on silver, or the fins 

Are sails of azure or of tortoise-shell. 

Some are so savage and so slime-begot 

That, like the treason on a scoundrel's face. 

Their aspect tells their nature, and we loathe 

Their bloated jaws and whole repulsive mien. 

We do not love them, but we needs admire 

Their fitness for their place. There is no schism 

Between the seemly and unseemly things 

Of Nature. Both are wonderfully made. 

We hate both slime and slaughter, and we hate 

The ravenous pike, because his hungry eye. 

And mouth beset with knives, proclaim dire death 

And horror ; but, if slaughter needs must be^ 

There *s the devourer. Though the slippery eel 
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To handle is distasteful, yet since slime 

And sweltering mud are, in the earth's advance, 

Necessities, see there the denizen. 

Nor vile nor lovely is there living thing 

Whose looks are inharmonious with his ways ; 

Nature has never made a hjrpocrite. 

Even among men, though they have painted skins, 

And be by habit painfully tattooed, 

The slimy soul will leave the slimy track 

Upon the body. Bring it to the light — 

The truthful sun betrays to truthful eyes 

The filthy streak. Nor can the glozing tongue 

Hide in security unworthiness 

From him whose careful sense abhors its smear. 

It does not need to lack in charity ; 

But rather it gives strength to feel full sure 

That charity may wander unconfined, 

Because all masks to eyes of earnestness 

Become transparent lenses to reveal. 

And sepulchres though white are sepulchres. 
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I told you Nature was not peace, but war ; 

And death and putrefaction are her arms 

For life to conquer death. Not merely here 

And there, as if by human oversight, 

A straggling weed of ugliness crops out 

'Mid beds of beauty, but in everything 

And everywhere it has its place assigned 

In beauty's service. Partly our caprice. 

In part our point of prospect, guide our choice 

In liking and dislike. How fine to see 

In evening's glitter, bright trout lightly leap ! — 

The summer sunset dying gently down 

As silent moves the finger of the clock 

Of heaven ! and the trees with bended boughs 

Breathing unspoken vespers undisturbed 

By the gay birds that bid their sweet adieux 

On topmost branches ! and the liquid glass, 

Enamoured of the blushes of the skies, 

Attending their soft change 1 Then like a child- 

A sunny, joyous child, that will not have 
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That shade of melancholy silence brmgs, 
And pulls you merrily — one leap and splash, 
Another, and another, wake the pond. 
And sparkle rippUng smUes o'er it and you. 
Those little fellows claim your sympathy 
Because their coats have got a silver sheen. 
No doubt they are marauders in their way ; 
They hunt ; — ^but hunt for flies that are to you 
Mere murmuring cloud. They are not like those 

churls 
With glutton stamped upon their faces. Ah ! 
The hunter that brings down the deer for sport, 
Praising his beauty all the while he slays, 
We honour him ; but for the butcher's craft 
Who kills the fatted ox that must be killed. 
The name is a reproach. What speaks to Sense 
Speaks quickly. Graceful forms and pleasing 

sounds 
Will soon entrap a liking. How much more, 
Unmeasured more, enduring what appeals 
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To Beason ! Charms which are in things themselves 
Are they, and they alone, that claim to be 
Declared " a joy for ever " ; while the gleam 
Association throws is like the light 
From lustrous bodies gaily gilding walls 
Dull in their colour, and whose glitter is. 
Though bright and beauteous as the lighted moon, 
A borrowed radiance that shall die. And Sense 
Left to herself may well enjoy or hate. 
But not discriminate : reflection's task 
Comes in to sift the purely lovely out — 
The lamps amid the mirrors — nor ignores 
That mirrors add to lamps, but only takes 
Tinsel at tinsel's value, light as light. 

Oh ! not the bowers of Nature, where she haunts, 
Alone are lovely ; but beneath the veil, — 
The bridal veil and endless ornament 
Of melting colours and melodious sounds. 
And forms of grand and graceful that are hers, 



FROM SENSE TO THOUGHT. 105 

And that the choice of luxury selects, 
Weeding the rough and ragged all away, — 
Beneath it all — beneath the rugged too — 
Behind those screens that cloak and yet revealy 
A spirit dwells : the grateful bowers are hers ; 
That goddess ever lovely ! Her admire. 

So &om the structure of that fish's eye, 

When I have rent it, and its globe of pearl 

Lies shattered, filthy and impure to touch. 

To eyes unsightly, Beauty, hunted out 

From what had been her dwelling, doffs the robe 

Of Sense we knew her erst in, but lets loose 

The wings of the ideal, and flies in 

And whispers in my inner ear a tale 

How she presided in the earliest days. 

When vision, yet an unembodied thought. 

Was barely shadowed by the purple spots 

On delicate and unsubstantial discs. 

As those that pulsate there like twinkling stars 
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Which, cast upon the nether blue by night. 
Have somehow caught a form, nor yet expired. 
She tells me how she saw the clustering eyes 
Rank in together on the insect's brow, 
Each pressing each into more equal shape, 
And filling in its comer on the sketch. 
In dotted landscape, of the nectar-bed 
Of some translucent flower-bell, or the form 
Of pigmy victim. And as thus she speaks 
She teaches that the eye the fish displays. 
And these of mine that study it, are made 
Of oceans of such insect eyes spread out 
Behind a liquid sphere and perfect lens 
Combining them in one. 

The fishes' eyes. 
Their ears, and everything about them, tell 
That they belong to the new world of Sense. 
Yet is there in their structure that which 
says 
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That theirs is merely a forerunner's place. 
The part they play is but the overture 
To grand dramatic eyolutions of 
Aspiring efforts of harmonious life, 
That, thronging in beyond, burst into view, 
Pouring forth volumes of God-poetry. 
For theirs is one great undivided form 
Quick darting at the summons of the eye, 
Or fleeing from an unaccustomed sound ; 
As if in one unvarying monotone 
The capabilities of conscious life 
Proclaimed themselves in all simplicity 
As Sense, with Movement for her servitor. 



Soon shall the story be more largely told. 
A change sets in. Three various regions rule 
O'er spheres of various import. Placed in front 
Of that great inner chamber where the work 
Of a mysterious alchemy goes on 
And vegetative being has its reign, 
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The breast — ^the bond of union 'tween extremes — 

Has movement for its motto. Ceaseless there. 

With pulsing effort, the unwearpng heart 

Urges dull currents on to life ; the breath 

With steady motion sighs away the old. 

And drinks new vigour in from heaven. The head. 

Of foremost dignity, the foremost place 

In honour occupies ; in it the brain 

Presides as in a capital, and reigns 

O'er all the body, while the sentinels 

Of sense are ranged on each side three, and, closed 

Or opened at command, there lies beneath 

The armM gate of the economy. 

Brutes of the belly ! The vile reptile brood ! 
How little human sjrmpathy ye draw ! 
Among the birds are vultures, and the beasts 
Show ravening wolves, sly foxes, filthy swine ; 
Yet beast and bird are names that bring to thought 
This lovely song, that serviceable faith ; 



FROM SENSE TO THOUGHT. 109 

Andy drawn by real or fancied worth to some 
Of even those most fierce, we fail to feel 
Aversion at the lion's name, nor hate 
The tameless eagle nor the noble hawk. 
But of the reptiles, tell me, is there one 
That fascinating draws the love of man ? 
We call him reptile who is mean, who crawls 
In crooked paths and filthy, whose cold heart 
Beats sluggishly, nor wakes with wanning love ; 
Whose double tongue is near his adder-fangs, 
Who is as grasping as the crocodile, 
As abject as the toad, and winds his way 
Insidious as the lizard. Yet, methinks. 
When Nature sang the world of creeping things 
Into existence, she misused no note 
Of her God-given harp. The boyhood this — 
The wild, rank growth of life become so strong 
The nursing waters can no more confine 
Its energies. The tadpole, gilled and tailed. 
Is changed into the tailless breathing frog 
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That creeps ashore. A wealth of shapes appears, 
Striking and strange and rushing to extremes 
Often uncouth, like the extravagance 
Of our own youth-time with its fancy strong, 
That with a charm invests the strange grotesque 
And dashes of raw paint. There leaps the frog 
Long-limbed and ribless, it that limbless once 
Dark darted in the pool. The serpent glides, 
All ribbed and limbless, on the limber length 
Of the lithe body that anon he coils 
To straighten in strong spring, and instant close 
In deadly circles, tightening in and in 
Around the victim which, with widening jaws, 
He wraps in living tomb. The tortoise there, 
In moving fortress camped, defies attack. 
Till, in the eagle's clutches borne on high. 
He launches like a plummet on the rock 
A shattered ruin. There the monster-mawed, 
The crocodile with dreadful range of teeth, 
To yon bald pyramids that look on him 
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Looks stony, as to say " Ayaunt ! for I 
Am kindred to far older days than you.'* 
And there the lizards run, of every form ; 
What crests and ruffled frills and parachutes ! 
But, most like freak of eccentricity, 
Amid fantastic things fantastic more, 
Stalking for insects on the greenwood bough. 
With swivel-eyes all wrinkled round and round, 
Twinkling with cunning ; with a straight-drawn 

mouth 
Gut back into his face, and closed as in 
A pleased complacence, the chameleon sits. 
Quick as a flash the tongue ! the unwary fly 
Is gone ; the gulping throat alone tells where. 
Strange fellow, that^ chameleon ! From the point 
We look from, one would think that Nature 

stooped 
A moment from her universe-displays 
To throw a touch of humour in. Why not 1 
Why should the notes that waken in her sons 
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Responsive echoes, not have often rung 
In other ages, before they were bom 1 

Warm blood at last ! As once upon the air, 

Strong o'er their fellows, the swift insects rose 

On wings in dazzling thrill, and Nature's aim 

At movement reached a zenith in their flight. 

So, in a higher circle of the spire 

Of life, great-breasted birds assail the sky ; — 

Assail the sky, soar upwards as to seek 

The source of that wild gush of life that beats 

All warm and quick within them. Warm and 

soft. 
No hard cold shield of mere voracity. 
Are the rich ruffling downs maternal care 
Wraps o'er her infant brood. The eagle's wing 
That bears her matchless in the dread assault. 
Shows stiffly glossy, thick with horny quills, 
To all the wide world ; yet the eagle turns 
A gentle shelter inwards o'er her own, 



FROM SENSE TO THOUGHT. 113 

And in her rocky keep her queenly eye 

Beams brilliant with majestic tenderness. 

Ay ! There 's the point. Where shall the limit be 

Of love and war 1 If warrior eagles love 

And are to warfare urged by love, then man 

• 

For manhood's sympathies can only prove 

The high nobility he proudly vaunts 

. By, godlike, loving all. 

The winged flight 
Keeps time with fleet emotion, and the pulse 
With quick affection quickly beats. The heart 
Is more than a mere muscle — 'tis the bell 
That, hung in the strong breast — its windy tower — 
Kings through the breathM air the changeful peal 
Of joy and sorrow, and to every limb 
Thrills sympathy. The mighty -breasted birds 
Are creatures of emotion, — great in that, 
Even though intelligence be only yet 
In infancy. Pour, then, thou glorious lark 

H 
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High in the air, in volume from full throat, 
Thy song of praise, the rich o'erflooded joy 
Of life in sunshine ; and in deep dark grove. 
Thou nightingale, swell out the notes, and sing 
The deep delight of love ; and all the choir 
Of Summer aid you I Summer hears their voice ; 
She comes to meet her warbling retinue — 
Exultant holy bacchanal, she comes. 
Clear is her forehead, arched o'er liquid eyes 
Eeflecting sunniness. At mom her head 
The dew anointeth queen ; her noonday state 
Is spread in ripe voluptuous repose. 
Half-slumbering zephyrs, fanning, stir the air, 
Mingling the silent currents that go up 
And down, like angels, only seen by those 
Long looking heavenward : and she, lying there 
With loving face unclouded, come fipom heaven, 
Hath power o'er angels to bring blessings down, 
Till Life intoxicated seems to dream 
Her efforts grasp their goal — the elixir won, 
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And death is half forgot. Then, birds of song, 

Crown Summer with glad melody of love. 

With songs of bliss they greet the eastern brides ; 

Crown her with purer harmony, the hjrmns 

Of happy children. Ye who charm the eye 

With colour gay and passing beautiful, 

Assist the charmers of the ear, and o'er 

The floral incense, as attendants float, 

Of glory ministers ! And all ye throng 

In sober feathers, and who do not sing. 

But yet enjoy green earth and gorgeous sky, 

Come, lightly perch upon leaf-laden boughs, 

And hold your heads on this side and on that, 

With sidelong glance, and chirp, and share the joy ! 

Why speak of joy so long ? Is this the dream 

Of fervid fancy 1 or a page of life — 

An isolated and imperfect page ? 

Is there no bird whose melancholy hoot 

Wails dismal in the darkness 1 — are there none 
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But emblems here of gladness, love, and peace 1 — 

No birds of sorrow, nor of war ] In truth 

The world is not a pleasure-ground. The peaks, 

In concourse gathered, whose tremendous heights 

For ever braving the strong blasts of time, 

Stretch their keen crests and catch the morning ray 

That else, shot out of range, had passed the world 

And struck a star remote, — they longest burn 

In sunset splendour. When the day is done, 

And all below is black, there lingers still 

On them, while saffron skies die down to blue, 

A flush of violet. Those peaks are they 

That know the bitterness of storm the most — 

Round which the rattling thunders roll in rage ; — 

Whose heads are tempest-battered and are shook 

With awful lightning. They are glad to screen 

A little greenness even in the seams 

Rough winters wore. So with the birds of air ;— 

Though pleasure from among their number speaks 

Most eloquently ; — though the strength of wings 
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And beak and claw and distance-piercing eye 
Is with them, they have dropped no more than all 
The straggling creeping creatures of the earth 
Upon Elysian fields. Like them they fight, 
And live by keeping hungry Death at bay 
With constant effort ; and, when forced to yield, 
Though vanquished, in their offspring rise again 
To fight anew. For this the bird of prey 
Makes ravages. For this the swallow leaves 
The withering scene when autumn's dews grow 

chiU 
And white in hoar-frost. 'Tis for this he comes 
Glad in the spring again, nor idly sits 
And trusts his fate to chance, but chooses out 
A sheltered comer of the eaves, and builds 
His careful nest. The instincts of the bird, 
Most blind and strong, and like the insects' ways. 
Are armour and a strategy he wields 
To keep the dear life longer. Oh, the rocks ! 
How slipp'ry are they ! Oh, the frantic waves ! 
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How they do bound and leap on high ! What 

crowds 
Upon the rocks are huddled, clutch, and gasp ! 
The waves keep washing them away. One drives 
Another in to save himself; and they 
Whose feet hold firmest shall the longest live. 

They fight, they fiourish, they succumb, they die. 

Hither and thither with wild energy 

Life's shuttles fly. Quick dash the savage blows ; — 

The webs grow silent on. The workers change ; 

But ever waxing are the temple walls 

In quiet glory, knowing not of din. 

The dome is reached. Of it the centre stone, 

Man, upright man, shall rear the cross of gold. 

She who, a visitant from heaven, hath sought 
Abode on earth so long, — ^whose advent was 
Like birth of Aphrodite on the sea,- 
Who guided with her hands the insects' ways. 
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Eather a power around them than within, 
And gained a firmer footing when, made great 
By her near presence, Life had learned to pitch 
Her tents in nobler form, — Intelligence, 
Finds freer scope than she had heretofore. 
An earnest of the liberty that looms 
In store for her, the large inheritance 
She has in prospect. But the soaring flight 
That wiled the admiring eye away from earth. 
Turning it upwards, and impressed the soul 
With heavenward aspirations as should suit 
The body's attitude, is met no more. 
So in untutored tribes, some noble traits 
Are said to flourish, which before the touch 
Of the rude winds of artificial life 
Fall like spring-blossoms, nor survive to grace 
The pride of civilised society. 
So Instinct flourished once and flew direct. 
Nor plodded weary ways. But now she droops 
Because Sagacity has drained her life — 
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Struggling Sagacity, that blunders on, 
Learning by failure to grow yet more wise- 



Keason in embryo —Reason that will climb 
And climb with open eyes whose earnest scan, 
Though baffled, longs to see the infinite. 

But even while we watch in animals 

The upward struggling of the great world-life. 

It is not Eeason only which commends 

Itself to admiration ; for we love 

Not most the brutes that make most near approach 

In that to man. With arching neck the horse, 

His limbs well knit, impatient for the chase. 

His foil expanded nostrils breathing pride. 

But tempered mildly by his gentle eye. 

Feels the light rein and gracefully obeys. 

The dog, more human, man's most faithful friend, 

Is happy in his master's smile, but whines 

Sad suppliant when he frowns, and craves, as one 

Who knows what error is and penitence, 
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A pardon. He has heart as well as head ; 
He sorrows in thy grief, defends thy charge ; 
Anxious to please thee, he acquires a skill 
That makes thee wonder how much soul is hid 
Behind those eloquently liquid eyes, 
And doubt that any animal has more 
Intelligence. He has docility. 
That makes him wise. The chattering monkey is 
In brain and form a brute more close to man ; 
And yet it is the dog that is the friend, 
The noble animal — the only one 
That with an almost human sympathy 
Becomes the sharer of our joy and woe. 

Is Nature poetry ? — a music wrought 

By harmony of endless elements 

Moving in order round their common source 1 

And is it true that standing next to man 

Are frightful monsters, huge and ugly apes, 

Ferocious, greedy, and unteachable, 



122 SCALA NATURAE. 

Not even with the humour that redeems 
Their nearest neighbours from our rank dislike 1 
** It may be so," thou sayest ;but for thee 
There is a poetry that tells of man 
As angels' brother, lofty and divine ; 
And as for unexplained anomalies 
And shuddering tales, to thee most horrible, 
The weary iteration that thy bones. 
Thy brain, thy hand, thy earthly everything, 
Are like the brutes' — suppose them to be true — 
Away with them to keep their place among 
The meanest scraps of daily dull routine ! 
Not rashly speak so. Do not dare to think 
That aught in Nature is devoid of grace ; 
But, with strong faith that beauty is supreme, 
Search out the path that leads to such an end 
That Nature traversed what had thee repelled. 
To gain her goodly goal. Hast thou not thought. 
They are the rarest jewels that are locked 
The closest ? Secrets most worth finding out 
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Are difficult to know. Where men have failed, 

Dig thou more deeply till the truth lie bare, 

And it will shine with such a brilliancy 

Its meanest fragment will be precious in 

Thine eyes enlightened ; and when asked again 

" What shall we say of man ? " thou wilt reply, 

'* Tell everything ; the work is all Divine." 

The only glory is to know the ways 

Of everlasting God. The man is mad 

Who shuts his eyes to truth. Mad are we all 

Too often ; but why purposely be mad 1 

Bead all the record that leads up to man, 

And learn the links that bind him down to earth : 

The links see also linking him to heaven. 

Not causelessly ye claim high place for him. 
Kindred to spirits that immortal shine 
In nobler realms of purity and peace, 
Where life is in full flower and has no thrall 
Of body, but in freedom more than ours, 
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And not the slave of eye and ear and touch, 
Inhales the blissful glory of a sun^ 
The sun of suns, of which that sun of ours 
Is but the symbol, man has noble place. 
Yet in him is there joined a lowlier part ; 
And if he is the link from earth to heaven, 
It is because, arising forth of earth 
And of that ever-upward-tending scheme 
We followed from the first, he, like the wave 
That darts to meet the bending cloud and knits 
In whirling column cloud and sea, Ufts high 
His hands to meet the heavens as they bow low. 
Angel and animal he is in one ; 
And if the brute most near akin to him 
Offend thy taste, it is not half so vile — 
It does not root so deep disgust as he 
Who swamps the angel in the animal 
From highest tower most horrible the leap : 
The wealthiest towns have wealth of misery 
Outstripping common woe. If man be high, 
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How low he may become 1 The highest life 
And deepest death develop side by side. 

Truly the life that dwells in man is more 

Than dwells in any animal but him. 

The spirit, blowing devious o'er the earth, 

And breathing through its myriad shapes, has come 

Iifto this upright form, and rushing there 

Has met a lightning-flash from heaven come down 

Upon the pinnacle. The two have met 

And wrought for man a crown, and closed the ring, 

From God-beginnings back to God again. 

Shall not our souls commingling join with Him 1 — 

The manifold again be wrapt in one ? — 

In this the story of the world of life 

Repeat itself within the spirit- world 1 

My vision fails me. From the cloud of night 
The early world slid dimly into view, 
And like an animate and growing thing 



126 SC ALA NATURAE. 

Unfolded greater splendour as it neared. 

The future lures me like an evening glow, 

A sunset shedding its magnificence 

Full in his face who peers with forward eye. 

But the horizon, rounding up between, 

Raises a solid obstacle of earth, 

Casting its shadow till the mom arisa 

Yet Hope insists that endless morn shall come — 

That life is not a tragic mockery. 

Ever a struggle after permanence. 

And cut from every permanence away. 

Not that the thought of waking never more 

Has in it aught to make the thoughtful fear. 

Eternal nothingness ! I dare not say 

That all the pleasures by the world bestowed 

On the most fortunate and happiest men 

Were not well balanced were they given in change 

For deep oblivion of her every woe. 

Oh, think of all the myriads bowed by loads 

Of misery inexpressible : be sad, 
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If not for thine own griefs, at least for theirs, 

And say if a profound nepenthe is 

A thing to be abhorred by them or thee. 

But, no ! the climax cannot be the grave. 

It cannot be that all the history 

Of earth is hollow sham, with Death for king ; — 

That Life, raised out of Death firom stage to stage, 

Should find at last defeat in man, the crown 

Of Thought made potent in this dust-built world. 

Then were the only undeluded aim. 

Though fate should strip thy bosom desolate, 

To gulp down sorrow with a heavy sigh, 

And hug the resignation of despair. 

But, no ! the ordered beauty of all life, 

By slow degrees ascending up to mind, 

Is not explained by mere finality. 

Nor withers into nought. The sun grows cold 

By the same law that made the earth cool down 
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To be a habitable globe ; and all 

The clock-work of the solar system, set 

To move so smoothly now, in ruin's crash 

Shall find an end. What thing shall then snryive, 

When darkness queens it over every sky 

Shouting finality, and Death supreme ) 

Shall nothing but the dust of worlds remain. 

And chaos be the achievement of all time ? 

The history of life on earth cries, " No ! " 

This labour of Intelligence to Jive 

Can only conquer in eternal life. 

Is evil wrought from finitude alone 1 

> 

And shall the Infinite assert no claim 

O'er its own creatures 1 Shall they not retuni, 

And, reaching to the Infinite again, 

In parent bosom rest from every ill 1 

Still lives the faith of old, in vigour new. 
Faith lives ; but creeds must pass away and die. 
For nothing is more dead than thought becomes 
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Shrunk in a formula, whose hard dry shell 
Strangles the life it was designed to aid. 
The ages are so changeful that the words 
Of this one bear a meaning down to that 
Varied from their first import, when they keep 
Significance at all. The living truth. 
Although eternally the same, shoots forth 
In changing leaves, while clambering through all 

time 
For ever upwards to its native sky. 

Stint is our mental growth as we are now, 
The food our thoughts are fed on doled by rule 
Of finite forces — broke and tortured through 
The grating that surrounds us. When the pulp 
Of all our growing tissues yet was soft, 
With what exuberance of wild delight 
We once were wont to live I But later years 
Have hardened it, and as old age comes on. 
With deadlier grip the textures choke the mind 
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That strives to move them, till the friend with 

faith 
To pierce through tombs to heaven is hopelessly 
At loss for him who stands before him still, 
But is not as he was. Of this be sure — 
That if we live for ever, we are more 
Even now than what we wot of, claimed as slaves 
And wrought on by our bodies. Yea^ we see 
Only the portals of ourselves. But when 
The hardening pulp has squeezed the spirit out. 
Then will the thing we call our consciousness 
Bejoin the storehouse of the memories 
Which, spite stiflF brain, it used to try to catch 
All unsuccessfully, or in a way 
It called successful. May almighty Grod, 
If scenes should spring afresh to vividness 
From whose continual stare we fain would flee. 
Abolish by a potent balm the sting. 
If our past lives live in posterity ; — 
If every action is a stone thrown in 



FBOM SENSE TO THOUGHT. 131 

To spread its ripples wide through fiiture years, 

Our habits moulding Nature in our sons ; — 

If, in addition, the old lives we lived 

Shall dog us in a life where others' eyes 

Shall rake the chambers that were secret once — 

Shall force on us the memory revived 

Of all that we would wish for ever gone ; — 

What a stupendous thing it is to live ! 

But even here the mighty parable 

Of the whole history of the world of life 

Must still be true, and Good shall conquer 111. 



Faint through the darkness there seems borne a 

sound, 
A joyous harmony of men set free. 
All souls, that trammelled in material garb 
Had yearned in hunger after liberty. 
Burst into blossom of true life at last — 
A life all unimagined. They have joy 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS 



GBEEN NATURE'S BIRTH. 



When Natare, on the wave of Time's adyanoe, 
Was floated to this earth, and ark-like found 
Her Ararat npon the young world's shore, 
She slowly wakened, and abroad her glance 
She cast, but cast not prone upon the ground ; 
For upward gazing was the face of her 
The eternal billows bore. 



There is a flower of which old fable tells 
That for the sun at morning she will wait, 
And, catching sight of him when just begun 
His daily round among the citadels 
Of heaven, will following look on him till late, 
Then bow her head, forsaken of his beams. 
So Nature loves the sun. 



GEEEN NATURE'S BIRTH. 



When Nature, on the wave of Time's advance, 
Was floated to this earth, and ark-like found 
Her Ararat upon the young world's shore, 
She slowly wakened, and abroad her glance 
She cast, but cast not prone upon the ground ; 
For upward gazing was the face of her 
The eternal billows bore. 



There is a flower of which old fable tells 
That for the sun at morning she will wait. 
And, catching sight of him when just begun 
His daily round among the citadels 
Of heaven, will following look on him till late, 
Then bow her head, forsaken of his beams. 
So Nature loves the sun. 
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Because they live in the unutterable 
Uncomprehended bliss of the new sense 
Which makes all other senses vanity, 
The oneness of the living soul with God. 



GREEN NATURE'S BIRTH, 



When Nature, on the wave of Time's advance, 
Was floated to this earth, and ark-like found 
Her Ararat upon the young world's shore, 
She slowly wakened, and abroad her glance 
She cast, but cast not prone upon the ground ; 
For upward gazing was the face of her 
The eternal billows bore. 



There is a flower of which old fable tells 
That for the sun at morning she wiU wait. 
And, catching sight of him when just begun 
His daily round among the citadels 
Of heaven, will following look on him till late, 
Then bow her head, forsaken of his beams. 
So Nature loves the sun. 



GREEN NATURE'S BIRTH. 



When Nature, on the wave of Time's advance, 
Was floated to this earth, and ark-like found 
Her Ararat upon the young world's shore. 
She slowly wakened, and abroad her glance 
She cast, but cast not prone upon the ground ; 
For upward gazing was the face of her 
The eternal billows bore. 



There is a flower of which old fable tells 
That for the sun at morning she will wait. 
And, catching sight of him when just begun 
His daily round among the citadels 
Of heaven, will following look on him till late, 
Then bow her head, forsaken of his beams. 
So Nature loves the sun. 
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He bent his eyes to where the dear one lay. 
She spread herself o'er hill and vale like mist, 
To catch the shower of sunshine from above. 
Beam lightly answered beam in splendid day, 
And blushes answered blushes as they kissed. 
The Sun is Beauty's Father ; Nature is 
Her Mother. All is Love. 



THE FEVEE. 

'TwAS the sound of a rushing monotonous force, 
Like the fierce fretted roar of untamable fiame, 

Or the mountainous stream in its cataract course, 
As in ceaseless re-echo bewildering it came. 

Flying, flying ! ever flying ! 

How it catches on my breath ! 
And the never-ceasing sighing, 

Music to the march of Death ! 
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Weary ! weary ! sore oppression 
Preys — unheeded let it prey ! 

Ceaseless is the dull procession 
On the phantom-crowded way. 



Gall it dream ! It is a dream ; 

Yet it is a dream so strange ; 
Shadowy fond attendants seem 

So fitly with the ghosts to range. 



Now the bed through air is falling 
Thick with gloom and savage din ; 

Still a gentle voice is calling, 
That awakes the soul within. 



Grentle hands arrange my pillow. 
Faithful forms are round my head ; 

But a grinning goblin fellow 
Leers malignant on my bed. 
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What to me are grin and leer 1 
What to me is tender care % 

What is love 1 and what is fear ? 
What is hope ? and what despair? 



It is not that I am resigned ; 

But^ so glamoured is my brain, 
Nothing leaves a trace behind, 

Nought can touch it and remain. 



Through it airy visions fly ; 

Mazy, mingled sounds I hear ; 
The visions fall on careless eye. 

The sounds on apathetic ear. 



Faintly, and more faintly still, 

In the deepening shades of night 
Flits my guardian angel, till 
She hath receded from my sight. 
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Faster nods the monster grinning, 

Careful not a pulse to miss. 
Oh 1 my head ! my head is spinning 

Whirling gulf and blank abyss. 



It is the morning. With a sigh so long, 
So deep, it seems the load of years to throw 

Back in obUvion's lap, with effort strong 
I waken, and the world of life I know. 

I waken to the health-restoring sun. 
To see dear faces round me, fond and true ; 

But yet I seem as if I had begun 
Life's journey in the cradle all anew. 

Swift am I carried in a dread embrace. 

Like withered leaf, the plaything of the breeze, 

Alighting on a ledge behind the space 
Journeyed in many a year by slow degrees 
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The giant pinion of the dark Unseen 

Hath borne me to his portals all the way, 

But on the threshold hath arrested been : 

A voice hath called, " Eelinquish there thy prey. 

A waif left lying on the shores of time, 

Cast from the gloomy gates beneath the deep ; 
The far-off summit is again to climb, 
Where lately passed I on in manhood's prime. 
In paths that led more gently up the steep. 



tf 



THE LOSS OP THE EUEYDICE, 1878. 

The March-wind bloweth sharp and short, 

With a lull and a wicked sting. 
As if 'twere Winter^s last retort 

To the coming victor, Spring. 
A traitor smile is on the sea 
That bears the ship Eurydice. 
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So sank the gale, as if her last 

Were said ; and the flecky sky 
Was blue and bright, as if ne'er a blast 

Would cloud its placid eye. 
Like syren singing, sang the sea, 
To wile the ship Eurydice. 

" Wide, wide the shining sails outspread ; 

Crowd, crowd the canvas more ! 
*Twere safer far," the captain said, 

" Ere night to reach the shore. 
For who can tell how soon the breeze 
May rise to storm across the seas 1 " 

Ho I hapless ship with crowded sail. 

Beware the watch to keep ; 
For be it strict, it yet may fail. 

Though wind and wave do sleep. 
That treacherous wind, that syren sea. 
But seem to sleep, Eurydice. 
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A blur, a mist upon the blue. 

Is coming from the west. 
It has no form nor cloudy hue, 

That danger should be guessed. 
While yet we look, the wind and hail 
Have struck the ship with the crowded sail. 

The wind has gone like an Arab troop, 

But no stately ship is there ; 
Where it made its fell and sudden swoop 

I 

The ocean-breast is bare. 
They slept that night beneath the sea, 
The crew of the Eurydice. 



PARABLES. 

I HEABI) a choral song, whose every chord 
Was rich and full in clearest harmony ; 

And though I caught but here and there a word, 
The loud refrain came ringing down to me, 

That still my whole imagination fills, — 

" How lovely are all Nature's parables/' 

The tales that are familiar to our ears 
In whispers echo truth of nobler kind : 

As in his face the soul of man appears, ^ 
The Universe displays Eternal Mind. 

Who spread the ocean out and reared the hills, 

For ever blessfed, speaks in parables. 
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Truth, wrapt in truth, within its circle shows 
Truths closely coiled that have the greater spring 

Who love to look upon the outward rows, 
Behold the beauty of each inward ring ; 

For from the inmost heart the vigour thrills 

Through all the encircling coats of parables. 

Ah ! there is much that thou admirest well, 
And lovest to cherish as historic truth, 

Which leamM critics may full truly tell 
Is fable that has grown in history's youth. 

Grown by the hand of God, believe it still 

His holy and appointed parable. 

I would not sap thy faith, thou earnest child. 
And fling as worthless the dear tales away 

That warmed thy heart, and early hours beguiled ; 
Their worth is deeper than mere history. 

Gather the blessM meaning that distils 

Out of them all when known as parables. 



THE GEEAT EVOLUTION. 

When oft the heart begins to fail, 
When doubt and darkness dire assail . 
The steering of the course of &ail ' 

Dim-sighted weak humanity, 
A healthy strength is in the law 
That all that mortal ever saw, 
That all the things that shall be, draw 

Existence out of Deity. 

And yet this law, can it be true, 

When misery springs each day anew 1 

How forth of all perfection grew 

Weakness and vanity 1 

Fresh from the sight of sickening woe, 

The truth of this is hard to know ; 

Yet mists shall be dissolved in glow 

Of clear serenity. 
K 
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For thus the book of Nature saith — 
*' Though not a leaf but withereth, 
Yet life is stronger far than death, 

And reigns in perpetuity." 
Gk) then, the book of History ope — 
Truth seems with error not to cope, 
And yet the weary ages grope 

For ever on to verity. 

Ah ! though the undeveloped state 
Is doomed by an unyielding fate 
To bend beneath a stubborn weight 

Of dire deformity ; 
That weight the larger growth shall fling 
Aside, and to perfection spring 
In glory past imagining 

Of loveliest symmetry. 



"LE BON SANS-CULOTTK" 



/ 



Yes, yes, Gamille ! Thy gleams of light are like 
The clear sun following on the thunderstomu 

The black clouds are about them, but they strike, 
As in a Rembrandt, on each darkened form. 



Well hast thou called him the Bon Sans-culotte, 
Who, in the days of most despotic rule, 

Hope and new liberty to poor men brought, 
Proclaiming mom arrived with promise full : 



A prophet sa/ns-mloUe, who never wore 
Tradition to conceal that life was gone ; 

Vile obloquy from men in place who bore, 
And in the haunts of care his pupils won. 
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What saith this Sans-cidotk, well named the (rood ) 
What is His great philosophy, that lives, 

Yet never in these ages yet hath stood 
In place of honour for the help it gives ? 



He was the first to speak of Brotherhood, 
And in the family first placed the poor, 

With God for Father, and, to all who would. 
Held out the rights of common geniture. 



And His philosophy of riches was, 

That they were wealthy who were rich within ; 
And He laid bare the life-etemars laws. 

That so His followers true wealth might win. 



Camille ! thy folk were trampled in the dust ; 

Thy soul was fired, and fed them with their woes, 
Taught them to clamour loud for what was just. 

Till vengeance rankled in them as thy rose. 
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I read — I cannot choose but sympathise. 

To shout into the past we vainly long. 
Camille ! why was it thou wast not so wise 

To see what made that Sam-cndoUe si bon ? 



Injustice gnawed thy country to the core ; 

Injustice sat upon the judgment-seat. 
Now, judges sans-cuUotes thou stand'st before ; 

And what for justice is the thing they mete 1 



Why change the actors if there yet be hate ] 
The uppermost will ever wrong the low. 

Ah ! has the world still got to learn so late 
The secret of the law of Love to know ] 



Yet, shall the mom, whose twilight halts so long, 
Rise into noonday over every land. 

The brotherhood of man at last be strong. 
And on its only true foundation stand. 



SILENCE. 

How strong is Silence, and how sweet is she ! 
She wears upon her head a golden crown. 
Ye, full of levity, may see a frown 
Upon her brow, but as she looketh down, 
like moonlight smiles she ever peacefully. 

When simple youth is over-rash to speak, 
And inexperience rushes to the van, 
She lifts her wand, and, as she only can, 
Eivets with speaking eyes, that say, " man, 
Kestrain thy foolish zeal, for thou art weak ! '' 

When injured hearts are swollen up to the full 
With wrath that boUs to burst in molten tide 
Of words that bum or scathingly deride, 
And it were better, wiser, to abide 
In firm resolve, calm Silence bids them cool. 
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She hath no warming beams of sunlight, this ; 

But, as a moon upon a stormy sea, 

She shines in unimpassioned majesty 

Coldly through driving clouds, and bids thee flee 

The shattering rocks that whelm in black abyss. 

Oft in dispute, my witty answer penned 

At last reluctant in the fire I flung. 

And soon victorious, I wa« glad I clung 

To prudence, and restrained both pen and tongue. 

— While darkness dureth, Silence is a friend. 



Thou who art wont in problems deep to spend 
Long nights, and rack with many thoughts thy brow, 
Hast thou not wondered that they speak enow 
Who speak but folly, and are careless how 1^ 
— But till the day break Silence is a friend. 
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